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PHEFACE. 

Tab poem wliich enters into the title of 
this Yolumei owes its existence to a recent 
opportunity of personal intercourse with that 
sect of Christians, who acknowledge Zinzen* 
dorff as their founder; and who, in their labors 
of self-denying benevolence, and their avoid- 
ance of the slight, yet bitter causes, of con- 
troversy, have well preserved that sacred 
* test of discipleship, " to love one another." 
^ Many of the poems, in the present col- 
^ lection, were suggested by the passing and 
common incidents of life. If, in their ele- 

3 

uc mentis, there is a deficiciicy of the "wonderful 

^ and wild," it is hoped they will not be found 

destitute of that moral essence, which springs 

1* 
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PREFACE 



up as freshly in ih6 trodden vale, as on the 
cliflf where the cloud settles. 

Shoald it be objected that too great a 
proportion of them are elegiac, the required 
apology would fain clothe itself in the lan- 
guage of the gifted Lord Bacon : — " If we 
listen to Dairid's harp, we shall find as many 
hearse-like harmonies, as carols; and the 
pencil of Inspiration hath more labored to 
describe the afflictions of Job, than the 
felicities of Solomon." 

L. H, S. 

Habtfobdi Conii* Sept 1836. 
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TwA8 Summer in Wyoming- — 

Thiough the breast 
Of that fair vale» the SmMiQehaniiah tom% 

Wearing its robe of silver, like a bride. 
Now, with a noiseless current, gliding slow 
'Mid the rich velvet of ite curtaining banksy 
It seemM to aleepr-o'erweaiied with the toil 
By which its roughly-guarded * pass was won 
Then hasting on, refreshing and refresh'd^ • 
yatmting the glories of its sylvan home^ 
It spread a mirror to the changeful dead 
In chiystal beauty. — 

From the towering hills 
That revel in the sunbeams, or retire 
Shrouded in mist, the gazing traveller drinks 
Such deep delight, as only Nature gives, 
When in her garb of loveimess, she moc ks 
Pencil, and power of speech.— Yon pictux'd chart 
Of bwn, and stream, and mountain's shadowy heightt 
And rocks in quiet verdure meekly bower'd, 
Rebukes the pomp of cities, and the strife 
Of competition, and the lust of gold. 
—The landscape * hath a legend: hunying steps 
Of stately warriors, — ^valor, prompt and proud 
To guard its nested loves, — the tatai wile 

2 
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Of Indian ambuficade, — the madden'd shout 
Of mai8acre»— the flight of timid ftnnii 
And moaa ofriielesB ouphaiw. 

History's hand, 
And minstrers art have glean'd these glowing tints, 
And wrought them deftly, like a cnmson thzead 
Into their tkenee. 'Tie not mine to choose 
A theme so bold,— though I have tiod the tuxf 
Whose ^eenness told what moisture nourish'd itt 
And pondered pensive o'er that monument 
Where the last relica * of the fidlen bmve 
Were gathered by theur sons. Yes, I have mns'd 
'Mid tiiat enchanted scenery, wlule tlie tliriU 
From kindred bosomst and the vision 'd past 
Was strong within my soul Yet, 'tis not meet 
That I should tell of war, or woo the tones 
Of that high harp, v/liich, struck in England's halls, 
Hath made the name of Gertrude, and the lore 
Of sad Wyoming's chivalryt a put 
Of dasstc song. 

A wilder scene I seek, 
Ancient and barren, where the red man reign'd 
Sole lord, before the usurping plough had dar'd 
A trace of subjugation, or the eye 
Of Science, in its darkling bed discem'd 
The slumbering * Anthracite, which now doth draw 
Exploring thousands to its ebon throne, 
like a swaith king of Aiiic* The high arch 

Of the cloud-sweeping forest, proudly cast 
A solemn shadow, for no sound of aze 
Had taught the monaroh Oak dire principles 
Of levohitiony or btought down the Pinei 
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Like haughty baron from his castled height. 
Thus dwelt the kings of Europe,— ere the voice 
Of the cnuading movkf with whiriwind tone 
Did root them fhim their baeet mth all their hofti, 

Tossinor the red-cross banner to the sky, 
And pouring like a torrent o'er Uie wilds 
Of wondeiiDg Asia, 

The rode natiye tribesi 

Fast by the borders of the gentle streams 
Carv'd out their heritage, with rival hearty 
.And hand uncourteona. There the Shawaneae 
With aureat arrow atayM the flying deer, 
And the bold Delaware with giant ann 
Impeird hia swift canoe. In feudal pride 
Oft the fierce chieftaina led their eager hoata 
To aavage battle, or with oathleaa truce 

Drew back in traiisiciiL brothorl,oo(], the hordes 

Of wrathful warriors. In their cane-roord homes 

Some budding virtoea aprang aa beat they might 

Beneath the chill and baleful atmoapheie 

Of savage life. The dusky mother prest 

Her new-born infant with a rapturoua thrill 

Of unimagin'd lovei and the glad aire 

Saw hia young boy with eager akill maintain 

Against the opposing stream a venturous path, 

Or hrmer knit his sinews in the chase. 

The lip of woman told the treasured lore 

Of other timeat and 'mid the taafca and toila 

Of vassalage kept bright the historic chain, 

As the sad vestal nurs'd the sacred fire. 

^The young kept ailencet while the old man apake, 

And bowing down before the hoary head» 



Rmr'd the wiidoin that doth wait on time. 
~Bat ftin the cloud of pa^raniun did blight 

The blo^ssoDi of their virtues, brooding dull 
With raven pinion o'er the gloomy soul. 
— -I said that Summer glow'd.<— 

And with her came 
A white-brow 'd ^ stranger. Open as the day 
Was iiis fair, noble forehead, and his voice ' 
In its sweet intonations, threw a charm 
O'er rudest spurits. Not with more surprise 
Gaz'd the stem Druid, *mid hb mystic rites, 
On good Augustine, preaching words of peace, 
What time with hatred fierce and unsubdued. 
The woad-stain'd Briton in his wattled * boat 

Quail'd 'neath the glance of Rome. 

Tims fix*d the eye 

Of jealous chieftaina and their wandering clans 
On Zinzendorfil— Sought he to grasp their lands 1 
To search Ibr gold % to found a mystic throne 
Of dangerous power 1 Where the rod council-fire 
Disturbed the trance o( midnight, — ^long they sate 
Weighing his purpose with a cautious tone 
In grave debate. For scarce they deem*d it truth 
That from a happy home, o'er Ocean's wave, 
He thus should come, to teach a race unknown 
Of joys beyond the tomb. Their fetter'd minds 
Still blindly rulM by groping ignorance, 
yank at the threshhold of mch bold belief, 
And with the skeptic doubt of modem times, 
The Missionaiy scanned. 

Yet some there were 
Who lu^iteu'd s^peil-boond to his charmed words ; 
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The flick man tbrew them as thd dew of heam 

Into Im fevcr'd bosom, while the hymn 
That swell 'd melodious o'er the open gravCt 
Sooth'd the sad mourner 'mid his heathen woe* 
Yomi^ children gathered at hie heamin^ 8ni3e« 
And learn'd the name of Jesus, — pressing* close 
To touch his garments, or to feel his hand 
Resting upon their heade. Such power hath love 
0*er sweet simplicilyy ere Sin hadi taught 
Suspicion's lesson. 

By the bed of death 
The Teacher stood, where the grim Sachem ftar'd 
By many tnhesj finmd in his latest fhe 
^le &flt that conqoef'd him. The man of might 

StretchM on his couch of skins, supinely lay. 
With every nerve unstrung. Around his hut, 
The deer's proud uitler» and the wampmn belt 
Disposed 'mid gaudy implemmits of war, 
The wcll-tiird quiver, and the feathery plume, 
Show'd that pre-eminence which rank doth claim 
'Mid penury and pain. One yoothM foimi 
A lonely daogfatefv last of all his flock. 

Tended his dyin*T pillow, with tlie care 
Of native tenderness. The water-gourd 
She w^ as he rejectedi— and her eye 
Gleam'd through its tears so beautifhl« that none 
Who gaz'd, remember'd that her cheek was dark. 
She was a gentle creature, and she rc^e 
Futing the raven tresses fkom her broWf 
And howing down with reverent groce^ to meet 
The Man of God. 

He mark'd the mortal strife 
2* 
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Hmwiiettitielofe. Cold dews of nffiningfltood 

Upon the rigid templesy and tlid breath 

Was like that soh, witii which the swimmer breasU 
The surge that whelms him. Then, a tone subdued 
And ttemolocui with pi^ tnd with zeal» 
Bmdi'd in hig ear. 

** Chieftain 1 the ice of deatii 
Is m thy breast. Doth aught disturb the souli 
Or make its imrwiim leaifiil V* 

"No replyy 

Save one impatient g-csture from the hand 
That seem'd a skeleton's. 

Hast thou not been 
A man of blood 1— BefMiit thee ! Speak the name 

Of Jesus, the Redeemer. Let thy thought 
Aficend with mme, my brother, while I plead 
Aco^tance for thee at the gate of hearaiv 
Throogh Him, who iSrom the tyrant Death did wieet 
The yictoiy." 

But then a hollow voice 
Brake forth, like amother'd thundenk 

»Gotbfwa7 . 
* Thou Christian Teacher ! I can deal with Death 
Alone. Hence ! Hence ! I charge thee bring no soul 
That thou hast onrtur'd, Jto the red man's lieaven. 
For we will drive it thencQ. My i^orions ores !" 

And tiien he munnar'd what they could not hear, 
But ever and anon, he fiercely rais'd 
His clenching iiand as in the battle striiSs» 
To draw the arrow to its utmost head, 
Or sway the cleaving hatchet. AD in vain ; 
Like Priam's dart, the airy weapon fell. 
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For cold paralysis did work withia 
The citadel of life. 

Thm W10 a ptme 

Of awftQ BtOlness. Had the flickering lamp 

Fail'd in that passiQU-gust ? 

The daughter bent 
In agonizing dieadt and wip'd the dew 
That stood like drops of rain, and laid her cheek 

Close by the ghastly sleeper, — hoping still 

To hush him gently to a peaceful dream, 

As the meek mother luUa her troofaled child. 

But when no more the gasp, or fitful sigh 

Stole on heri brcathie&b listening, — t^tarting up, 

She threw the casement higher, wad the breeze 

Blew freshly o'er his brow» while giey-rob'd dawn 

IMd fiuntly stroggle with the starB» to iotce 

Her way, the gentle minister of peace 

To an ungrateful world. Then lirst the pang 

Of poignant grief that rivee the proudest soul 

Came over that young creature, and she cried. 

With a loud voice of misery, to him 

Who pray'd the Christian's prayer, that he would lift 

The voice of supplication for her auoy 

Ere it ahodd be too late* There wae a ammd 

From that low couch, — a sudden gush of breath* 

As if the grave did chafe with prison'd winds, 

Driving them thence. The eye unsealing, fiash'd 

Straiige fires, like fiost^bound Hecla. Anger inali'd 

Li fbrkoa storm-cload o'er that tortiir'd brow* 

Making Death horrible. 

And art thou false, 
lUaeto^onr own Oreat Spirit? Thooythelaat 
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Of an my nested waiUeisy— dovl Iboa tanii 
And pluck the wingf that flheker'dthMl Iwoidd 

That He who hurls the lig-htning 1** but the curse 
Froze oa his lip, aad with ft hideous groan 
Aa if in combat with some gianl-ftM^ 
Who to hia fion heart had ftiind the way, 

He wrestled and ft;!! back, to rise no more. 
^Theii rose the sob of weepnig, arid the prayer 

Of eameat faith. It was a fearful acen«r-* 
Death, and young sonow, aad unearthly lealt 

Dividing that low iii^insion. But the space 
Was brief for such companionship. The tramp, 
And heavy tread of many hasting fbet 
Came echoing o'er the thrashhold ; for the tbraog 
Who held their Sachem as a god, did shrink 
To see him die. But now the deed was done. 
And the stem Chief lay as the powerless babe» 
They who would tremUe at his awfid glance^ 
And do his bidding with a spaniePs dread, 
Now casting off their abject terror, stood 
Closest beside him. From the weaker sos 
Burst forth a tide of sympathy, to soothe 
The orphan maid : for pity cannot quit 
Her hold on woman, whatsoe'er her garb 
Or lineament may be, howo'er the sun 
Have hurnt dark tints upon her, or (he yoke 
Of vassalage and scorn have bow'd her low, 
Still doth hur spirit at another's pain 
Vibrate, as the swept lyre« 

'Twas sad to see 
Those hoary elders pacing one by one, 
80 alow and mourotui from their fallen ohisfi 
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And ranging in mute circle on tho lawn 
Beside his dwelling. There a towering line 
Of wanion gather'd« each as ne'er had Uench'd 
To ftilliiw where he pointed, tho' the earth ' 
Were saturate with blood, or the keen lance 
Of ambush glitter*d thro' the quivering leaves. 
N0W9 sad of heart, with heads dedin'd they atood, 
As men who loae the battle, flocking stiU, 
Came mothers with their sons. A nation mourn 'd 
Lii£e one vast family. No word was spoke, 
As when the fiiends of desolajted Job, 
Finding the line of knguage all too short 
To fathom woe like his, sublimely paid 
That highest homage at the throne of Grief, 

Now the infant monung raised 
Hot rosy eydids. Bnt no soft breeze mov*d 

The forest lords to shake the dews of sleep 
From their green coronals. 

The cortainittg mist 
Hung o'er the quiet river, and it seemM 
That Nature tbund the summer night so sweet, 
That *mid the stillness of her deep repose 
She shmm'd the wakening of the King of Day. 

But there, beneath a broad and branching Ehn 
Stood forth the holy man, in act to speak. 
There was a calmness on his pallid brow, 
That told of heaven. His stainless life had flow'd 
Pure as his creed. Had the whob warring wotld 
With passion quaked, he would have made himself 
A green oasis 'mid the strife of tongues, 
And there have dwelt aectue. 
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Btmng wotdBt whsme power 
Can tune the nnftd heart, he holdly spake, 

And aliow'd to penitence, the faith which heals 

The barb of angukh and the sXmg of death, 

And looting hy the lowly cioai, eheda fiirth 

Such ftagrmnee as unmortal spirits breathe 

In cloudless climes. The Gospel*8 glorious hope^ 

Its rule of purity, its eye of prayer, 

Its fM of fimmeM on temptation's steeps 

Its bark that flub not *mid the stonn of death, 

He s])rca(l betbre tliLMi, and with g-entlest toiie, 

Such as a brother to his sister breathes, 

Uis little sister, simple and untaught, 

INd urge them to the shelter of that ark 

Wiiicii lidea the wralhi'ui deluge. 

Not a breath 
Disturb'd the tide of eloquence* So fijt'd 
Were that rude auditoiy, it would seem 
Ahnost as if a natixm had become 
BronzM into statues. Now and then a sigh, 
The unbidden messenger of thought profisund, 
Ftoted the lip ; or some barbarian brow 
Contracted closer m a haughty frown, 
As scowl'd the cynick, 'mid ins idol-fanes. 
When on Mars-Hill the im^ired Apostle jneaeh'd 
Jesus of Nazareth. 

The ftanow'd soO 
Was soft with sorrow. So the rain of heaven 
Sank deeper in. What seed was sown that hour, 
Etenity can teU« Brief human breath 
Pour'd on the wind-harp of a hallowM lip, 
Wiiat marvels hath it wrought ! aad stranger still, 
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One ink-drop on a solitary thoughtt 
Hath skiit'd tbo miiid of mOlk^ 

WlMveaelilf 
Doth beetle rndely from the mountain's breast. 
And dripping with a chilly moisturei make 
Perpetual weepuig^was a lonely om : 
Bock*dbbed and damp^Tbeie dvek u mmt 
Feared as a prophet by the unleMer'd nee 
Who sought his counsel, when some work of guilt 
Did need & hel|)er* Wondrous talea they tdd 
Of daik otuntmimoa with a tAn^domy woddt 
And of Btrange power to rule the demon ahapea 
That shriek'd and mutter'd in his cell, when stonns 
At midnight strove. Of his mysterious date 
The living held no record. Palaying Ago 
The elastick foot enchain'd, which etat would dinb 
The steep unwearied — and the wither'd flesh 
Clos'd round each sinew with a mummy's clasp ; 
Aa if aonie gaimt and giant ahape^ embalm'd 
At Thebea or Memphia, when the world waa ypuigt 
Should from its slaui'd sarcophagus, protrude 
The hardened limb, and send a grating sound 
Tnm the cold, lungleaa bieaat. 

And there he dwelt» 
Austere, — ^in such drear hermitage, as seem'd 
Most like a tomb, gleaning from roots and herbs 
Scant nntiiment. Fierce paanon% hrooding dark 
In aolitnde and abatinence, had made 
A hater of mankind. But when he heard 
Of the white stranger, with his creed of love 
Seducing led men'a heartab hot aeeda of wratk 
SaMMddei'd within h» hoaoini-*^^ 
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in flome ehainel boose. Revenge ha yow'4t 
And eveiy day mi one long tnmbM pause 

Of meditation, on that dire resolve. 

—Thus he, who taught to Earth the taste of bloodf 

Eie scarce that music of the stars was hush'd. 

Which joyous o'er creation's cradle flow'd, 

Cover'd the thought of murder in his heart, 

Till his red eye-balls started, and like flame 

Glar'd on his shepherd-brother, as he led 

On by the living streams, his trusting flock* 

-~So strong in that misanthrope's bosom wnxigbt 

A ftenzied malice, that his cavern's bound 

Oft echoed to hoarse shouts, as fancy drew 

The hnsge of his enemy, and rais'd 

A mimick warfare. Then uplifting high 

The tomahawk, he impotcntly dream*d 

To have his will, — but at each foil'd attempt 

Cursing the weakness of his blasted arm. 

He struck his bony hand against his breast 

In self-consuming madness. Every ni^ht 

Was one wild, tossing vision, — acting o'er 

Tbid deed of murder, with a baffled aim. 

And deemmg at each xandcnn strokot the foe 

Did multiply himself. 

At length, strong hate 
Wrought out its likeness in the savage breast 
Of three grim warriors. Listening oft and long 
To his dire incantations, forth they went, 
Once, when the pall of darkness veiled the scenei 
To do his purpose. Keenly were they anu'd* 
And inly fortified by every spell 
Which that dire necromancer could deviiei 
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To bind ebedience. Eagerly they eooght 
The abode of Zinsendorff. Hk lonely tent 
Reared ita white bosom thro' embowering shadeS) 
As if some remnant of the wintry snow 
Did linger there. The earliest cliMter'd grape 
Was in its purple flashy— and twilight's bieatb 
BetrayM a chfll, prelnuTO of the sway 
Of sober autumn. 

Through a narrow chasm 
in his slight screen, glar'd the assassins* eyest 
As when the fierce and fell hyena finds 
A flesiiless carcase. Stern, and hard of heart ! 
How can ye cleave the breast that thrills for you 
With generous sympathy I But what know they • 
Of soft eompunctioil 1— traln'd from youth to tear 
The scaJp fresh bleeding from the tortur'd brain, 
To mock the victim, writhmg at the stake, 
Or hnri the mother^ with her wailing babe 
Into the wigwam's flame. 

Slow midnigfht came. 
In dark companionship with sullen stormSy 
The red pine Uaaes in the old man's caye» 
And every momrat movM with leaden Ibeti 
To him who traced it on the dial-plate 
Of mad impatience and unresting sin. 
Al length, above the tempest's groany is heard 
The soond of rushing steps* His h!ood<4ihot eyes 
Look'd fiery ^lad,— as when a tiger marics 
The unwary traveller near his jungle draw. 
And as the mother of Herodias snatch'd 
The reeking ehargei^ and the sever'd head 
Of John the Baptisty-HK> he thought to grasp 

3 
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The expected trophy of that soft, brown hair, 
Sprinkled with early grey. Tj^ wuxion ^pike 
With tzouUed tone. 

«*FHdier and Prophet, hetr I 
We fbund him in his tent. Alone he sat, 
Like some unwcicom*d stranger. Pity came 
Into our hreastc^ bo moamfal was hie hrow. 

4 

Still was hie death-doom deep within our eouls, 

For so we prornis'd thee. But then he bow'd 
His knee to earth, and with a tender voice 
Did pimy for Indiana. 

To the white maaV CM 
He bore our nation, with a brother's heart • 
Yea, even for our little ones besought 
A plaee in heaven. But atili we fiimly gnapM 
The mofderous knife, fer eo we promiaM thee* 

Then, witli u, feathery instniraent, he trac'd 
That speaking leai^ by which the p&le-lac*d men 
Bewitch and bow the mind. On the wMte |iafa 
He aeem'd to pieaa hia aool, and poor it ont. 
As the bruis'd plant doth give its essence forth 
From every leat^ and fibre. While we gaz'dt 
Lol the dread king of .venomoaa aerpenta camei 
The fktal rattle-snake. ' So then we saw 
That our Great Spirit sent Death 's messenger, 
To punish him. We waited to behold 
HiaawoDen and Ilia eyea aoffua'd 
With mortal pain. 

Prophet ! we speak the troth ! 
Believe our words. Close coiling at his feet, 
With brightening tints, and wiath-enkindled Cfaa^ 
Thavq^kir. But thaiit aa if aobdiiad 
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By the meek magic of his beaming smilei 

J>rew back the forked tongue^ that qoivering kogfd 

To dart the o*erflowlng poiaoiif— and with cxMt 

Erect and sparkling", glided slow away. 
Doubtless he IS a god. We dared not raise 
The hand against him. For the power fonook 
Oar limbs, and scarcely have we tottered heie 
To bring thee tidings. Prophet ! bid no more 
His blood be shed. The deadly snake disann'di 
The might departing from our waiiior-heaitB 
That never blench'd in battle^ or UunM back 
From mortal man, bear witness, he is god." 
— A shriek rose sharply o'er the warring winds. 

Hence,— -cun'd and woman-hearted ! Would this aim 
Might but one moment daim its ancient stiengdH 
And lay ye low. Hence ! See my face no more 
— And so he drove them lorlh, tho' soundmg rams 
Did roar like torrents down the rifted rocks, 
And lightnings cleaving wide the tremlding clondt 
Bhbcken'd the ibfesUpines. 

Time sped his wing, 
And on the Lehigh's solitary banks 
The Missionary stood* O'er that smooth tide 
The pensive moon wrote oat in penciled rays, 
The same deep language, which his boyhood read 
Upon the billowy Rhine. Mild evening's breeze. 
Stirring the inteilacing of the elms, 
And the slight reeds that firing'd the river^s brink, 
PourM the same soul-dissolving si orb, that swept 
His own Lusatian forests. Azid the voices 
The wriiingf wert if CM, 

Serene he mos'd, 
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And iUt that erery spot on euth^s wide bfeul 

Was home to him, for there his Father dwelt. 
And all men were his brethren. On that hour 
Of high devotiooy had the Spoiler stolen 
Hie atep had been mistaken fhr the aoond 
Of the soft niBtUng of angelic wings ; 
And the soul's welcome to the stroke that renda 
Ita fond yet atiange affinity with clay« 
Had been auhUme. 

To the believer, Death 
Is like the lion which the strong man slew, 
And the aweiBt beea did with their waaoen robe 
And filed aabiiMalt cover* 

Hewhoftrand 

This blest enthusiasm nerve his weary heart, 
Like manna in the wilderness, — now toil'd 

« As A colonial aire^ and thoughtful plann'd 
'Hid ahelter'd vallieay and aspiring hills, 
Fit reflige for his brethren. Hence arose 
Fair Bethlehem, ^ with all its pure retreats 
And peaceftd hearths ; and aUll ita classic dome, 
Where Eidacalion with the plasdc mind 

« Of childhood, roingleth holiest elements^ 
Both venerate his name. 

But now the hour 

Drew swiftly on : for still the cherish 'd form 
Of her ^ whose cheek was pallid tbt his sake. 
Blent with his eray dream^ and thonghts of bome^ 
Sweet household music, kmg-remember'd tones, 

The far-oir ecliOCb of his stalely halls, 

Had like the voice ot' many waters, been 
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Strong in his inmost sou], even while he spake 

Sahratioa's meMge to the fimst-ehild* 

—His work of mercy done, the white aafl spreads 

From that broad city's queenly breast, which bears 
The filial impress of the Man of Peace, 
Who on the Uended liveis bas'd her tfaronep 
And grav'd upon his signet-ring her name 

Of love fiaLernal. 

But behold ! a throng 
In uncouth gaiment8» and with savage poit 
Invade the parting scene. With wondering eje* 

But lip immoveable, they scan the doineB, 

And groves, and gardens. Native pride restiain'd 

The voice of admiration, but the seal 

Of ahject wretchedness seem'd deeper stamped 

Upon their forehead, as they mark'd a pomp 

111 understood, and felt in their own realm 

Their sceptre broken. Not mote wildly gleam'd 

The tangled elf-locks of the astonish'd Gade, 

Who, trampling on the majesty of Rome^ 

Saw her grave ^® Senate in their curule chairs* 

And deem'd them demi'-gods. 

The red-bfow'd aiieab 
And the sad mothers with their little ones 
Fast by their side, and on their shoulders bound 
Tlieir helpless infant8» throng'd to deprecate 
The Teacher^s absence, and with tean imphne 
A parting blessing*. Kneeling on the fltiand 
His tender supplication, by their sobs 
Oft interrupted, sought the ear of heaven. 
»Long with despairing eye^ they watch'd the haik 
Cutting it* watery path. Metheoght their biowa 

Z* 
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By misery furrow 'd o'er, in strongest lineSr 
Like some deep-tnc'd phylacteiyi ie?6«d'd 
Prophetic sentence of their fkted noe. 
Which unrelenting Deetiny shoold waste. 
Till like the iiuglity Mastodon, it leave 
Noaght save its jxMiee amoog us. 

In the heart 
Of Zinzendorfft fheir nniraiur'd fhreweU tone* 
Dwelt, — a perpetuLil cadence, proiiiptiDg ofl 
The interceding prayer. It duly roee 
E» the bright mom epraog up from Ocean'e M» 
Or when amid his garniture of clouds 
Purple and gold, the gorgeous iSuii retir'd 
Into bis kingly chamber. Then a ?oice 
As of a ibth^ for an outcast sod* 
O'er whom his pity yeani0» Uent with the sigh 
And surging thunder of the sleepless wave, 
Bearing the sorrows of the wandering tribes 
' To Mercy's ear. 

Nor were their souk fbvget 

By their kind shepherd, 'mid the joya of home, 
While 'neath his own baronial shades^ he sought 
To spmd a ban^pr o'er the sect he lov'dg* 
That peaceiul sect» which like the man who lean'd 
On Jesus' breast at supper, best imbib'd 
The spirit Oif ins love. 

Hail! ye who went 
Untiring teacheis to the hesAhen tribes, 

And kneeling with your barbarous pupils, shap'd 
Their rude articulations into prayer. 
Ye fear'd nor tropic suns» nor polar ice, 
Nor subtenanean cell. Ye did not shrink 
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To plant the Tree of Lile 'mid arctic frosts, 
That the poor Greeniander might taste its iniiBf 
And 'mid his rayleis nighty devoatly blen 
The Sun of Righteoosnefli. Ye did nol sbnn 
The savao^e in hie ignorance, or loathe 
To share his hut. ( 

The passport to your caie 
Ktth been the sign of deepest wratehednessi 
The Ethiop forehead, and the name of slave. 
— Teach us your self-denial, — -we who strive * 
To |duck the mote out of our (nrother's cieedf 
TUl Charity's ibigotten plant doth ask 
The water*drop, and die. With zeal we watch 
And weigh the doctrnw^ while the sprU 'scapes ; 
And in the carving of our cumniin«Beed8y 
Our metaphysieal hair-splittings^ fidl 
To uoLt) the orbiL ui liiat blar ui love 
Which never sets. 

Yea, even the heathen tribes 
Who from our lips, amid their chaos dark« 

First heard the " hat hix," — and joyous came 
Like Lazarus ironi his tomb, do wilder'd ask 
What guide to follow ; for they see the men 
They took for angels, warring in their paths 
For Paul^ and for Apollos^ till they lose 
The certainty tliat they are one in Christ,'-^ 
That simple clue, which thro' lifb's labyrinth 
Leads to heaven's gate* 

Each differing sect, whose base 
Is on the same Pure Word, doth strictly scan 
Its neighbor's superstructure,— pouit and archr~ 
Biittiess and tunet^-^ the hymn of pialse, 
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Thttfirorn rach temple should go up to God, 
Sinlu in the critic's tone. All ClimteiidoiB 
Ib CUB denrai banusbiiiif of Bhidd>» 
And gu'ding on dtmmar. So the heit 
Of border warfare checke Salvation's way. 
The free complexion of another's tboiight 
Doth militate against laxOf and those shades 
OfytayvDg opinion and belief 
Which sweetly blended with the skill of love, 
Would make the pictuie beautiful* are blam'd 
As tetuies of deftcnuty. 

We tofl 

To controvert, — to argiie, — to defend* 

Camping amidst imaginary foes. 

And visicm'd heresies* £ven bfethicn deeni 

A name of doctrine* or a fcmk of wof& 

A dense partitiun-wall, — tho* Christ iiath said* 

^ iSee* that ye hve each oiher.^' 

£ks come forth* 
Ye^ who have safest kept that Saviour's law 
Green as a livinj^ g-erm within your souls. 
Followers of Zinzeudorfi; staod meekly foitb* 
And with the gentle panoply of love* 
PeiAiade the sister ohnrches to recall 
Their waited enerofiep, and concentrate 
Id one bright focal point, their quenchless zeal* 
Till 6om each region of the daiken'd giobe* 
The eveiiastmg GospePs glorious wing 
Shall wake the nations to Jehovah's praise. 
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NOTES. 

' " Its roughly- guarded pass.'^ 

The Susauehannah, alter entering Luzerne county, Peno., breaks 
into the TaUey of Wyoming, near the mouth of the Ladcawana, 
through a narrow mountain cnaam, rendered rugged by perpendicular 

rocks, and after pursuing a serpentine course, for twenty mik-a, breaks 
again out of the valley, at a similar pass, called the ^' Naaucoke gap/' 

* 7%e hndaoape kalk a legmdJ* 

The battle fought on the 3d of July, 1778, between the Amerleanib 

under the comman I of Col. Zebulon Butler, and the British, led on 
Col. John Butler, and a Chieftain of mixed blood, named Brandt, is 
aometimes styled both in history and poetry, the " Wyoming massa- 
cro." 

• ** Where the laai relics of the fallen brave 
Were galhtr^d 6y ihtvr $mu,** 

'*The oeeaaion of our aaaembling in this spot, is one of no common 
iatereats to wicneaa the re>ioterment of the mutilated bonee of our 

ancestors, and to perform the grateful iluty of layirtfr \ho romer-stone 
of their monument. This work of gratitude is destined, m the language 
of the eloQuent Webster, to 'rise tiU it meet the sun in his coming, — 
liU the earlieit li^i of morning shall &ild it, and the parting day linger 
nm\ piny tipon its summit.' ''^ — Oration of Chester Butler, Keq,^ Oft 
laying the comer-stone qf the IVyoming monumerU, July 3d, I83i 

* " The dumbering^ AnffirMUeJ* 

The beautiful vale of Wyoming is diatinguiahed by the aathradto 
coal formation. This valuable mineral, as exhihited in that rrn:ion, 13 
un8urpn«?p<l in ricimesa and brilliancy, and in quantity apparently 

ineidiau^ubie. 

' "A uhtMrow^d stranger.^ 

Count ZinzendorfTi a nobleman of Saxony, the restorer of the an- 
cient church of theUniti'd Brethren, or Mornvians, performed a mission 
to the Indians of Wyoming, in the year 1742. He ib asserted to iiava 
been the firat white person who had ever visited that portion of th# 
fihawaoeie and Delaware tribes, who held dominion in the ?aUey. 

• " The tDoad-stain'd Briton, in his wattled boa4.** 

The boats of the ancient liruons were composed of basket-woric, 
eovered with the skine of heaata. So much were thete baaketa adnuv* 
ed in Rome, and such quantities were exported there, that one of their 

satirical poets ridicules fhem as amoni? the luxuries of his eountrymeili 
mure than a hundred years after the cont^ueat oi the British isiea. 
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" Zinsendorff was alone in bis tent, aeated upon a bundle of drj 
weeds thai composed his bed, and engaged in writing, when the In- 
dians, who had cletermined lo murder hiin, approached to execute their 
bloody commission. It was night, and the cool air of September ren- 
dered a email fire neoeesary to bie comibrt, A cortatn formed of a 
blanket, and hung upon pina, was the only guard to the entrance of hia 
tent. The heal of the fire aroused a large rattle-snake, which crawled 
alowly into the tent, and passed over his feet undiscovered. At this 
moment, the aaeaaains softly approached the door of hie tent, and 
slightly removing tbe curtain, contemplated the Tenerable man, too 
deeply absorbed in meditation to notice either their approach, or the 
venomous snake that lay extended before him. At this sight, even 
aavage hearts shrank from their deadly purpose, and suddenly quitting 
tbe apot, they bore tidings that tbe white man waa m league with the 
Gnat Spiht."--C%ap9iiaii'« BiBtary qf Wyoming, 

• Pair Bdhldtem** 

Zinzendorff, during his second voyage to America, founded the col- 
ony of Belblehem,-— a spot celebratal both for ita beauty of scenery, 

and its school, where the elements of piety are blended with the whole 
process of education, and presented to the young mind| aa the aouroe 
of daily serenity and joy, as well as of future fehcily. 

• " Of her whose cheek was pallid for his aakt.* 

His wife, the sister of the Prince of Reuss, was distinguished for 
every excellence, and during his ahsenro, took charge of his estates, 
and devoted their surplus income to tiie works of benevolence in which 
kadeligfated. 

" Saw her grave Senate in their curtUe chairtt 
And deemed them demi-gocU." 

When the victorious Gauls, under Brennus, entered Rome, they 
iMHMl the ancient Senatora aitling in their order, in the Foram, un- 
daunted and unmoved. Their splendid habits, their majestic gravity, 
and venerable countenances, awed the barbariana into leveienoe^ Im 
they oifered them adoration, as tutelar deities. 

^ *' ^ Neath his own baronial shades, he sovghi 
To spread a banner o^er the sect hi Un dJ* 

Zinzendorff's estate of Beriholsdorf, in Lusatia, was a refiige for the 
persecuted Moravians. He, with the Countess, continually extended 
to them patronage and aaaistance. By them, the aettlement of Hemn" 
hut was protected and cherished, from whence the first missionariea 
went forth, to the Weat Indiea and to Greenland, aomewbat more than 
a centuiy since. 

u « Thai tho poor ChemUmcUr migki ia^ iioJMU.*' 

Tbe centennial anniversary of the Moravian missions in Oreenland» 
waa ofliebrated on the 20th of ianuaryi 1833^ with gieal joy and grati* 
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tude among the different coDjgregationa, established by those devoted 
■emntB of the cross, in that incloment cliroe. 

13 " The Kthioj) forehead^ and the name of siare," 

More than 40,000 of the converts, connected wrih the 214 mission 
stations, maintained by the United Brethren, in different parts of the 
globe, an either dwellers in Africa, or slaves in the West India ialandi. 

**And in the carving qf our cummin-seeds." 

"Antoninus Piuf, from his desire to search into the least differen- 
ces, was called * cuixum sector/ — the carver of cummm-seeds." — Pui^ 
-Ui^t Boly StaU, 



NIAGARA. 

Flow od forever, in thy glorious robe 
Of tenor and of beauty*— > Yea* flow on 
Unftthooi'd and TeaiatleM.— ^GM hath Ml 

His rainbow on thy forehead ; and Uie cloud 
Mantled around thy feet. — And he doth give 
Thy voice of thiinder» power to speak of Him 
Etemally^— biddinof the lip of man 
Keep silence, — and upon thy rocky altar pour 
Incenee of awe-struck praise. 

Ah I who can dare 
To lift tbe ineeet4ruzDp of earthly hope» 
Or love, or sorrow, — 'mid tlie peal sublime 
Of thy tremendous hymn ? Even Ocean shrmka 
Back firom thy brotherhood : and all hie wwrae 
Betire abashed. For he doth aometimei aeem 
To sleep like a spent laborer, — and recall 
His weaned billows from their vexing play 
And loll them to a cndle calm hot theni 
With eveilaatiogt ondecaying tide^ 
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Do6t rest not« night or da]r«— The morning stars, 
When fint they^ wag o'eryoaog CieatioD's biith» 
Heard thy deep anthem, and those wrecking fiiee 
That wait the archangel's signal to dissolve 
This solid earth, shall find Jehovah*s name 
Giaveiii as with a thoosand diamond speait 
On thine imendin|f vdmne. 

Every leaf 
That lifls itself within. thy wide domain, 
Both gather gxeennesa ftom thy living apnj* 
* Yet tremble at the baptism.— Lo !<— yon buds 
Do boldly venture near, and bathe their wing* 
Amid thy mist and ibarn. 'Tis meet for them. 
To touch thy gannent's henii and lightly stir 
The enowy leaflets of thy vapour wreathf 
For thty may sport unliarrntni ainid the cloud, 
Or listen at the echoing gate of heaven, 
Without reproof. But as ibr us, it seems 
Scaioe kwfbl, with our broken tones, to spesk 
Familiarly orihec. — Methinks, to tint 
Thy glorious features with our pencil's point, « 
Or woo thee to the tablet of a song 
Were profknation. 

Thou dost make the soul 
A wondering witness of thy majesty, 
But as it presses with delirious joy 
To pierce thy vestibule, dost chain its step, 

And taaie its rapture, with tlie liurnbling view 
Of its own nothmgness, bidding it stand 
In the dread presence of the Invisible, 
As if to answer to its God, through thee* 
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DEATH OF THE REV. DR. CORNELIUS. 

" All ye ihnt were about him, bemoan him, aad all ye that know his 
name, sa^, how is the strong staff brokeOt — and the beautiful rod V'^ 
J«r. uviii, 17. 

Amd can it be, — and cm it be, that thou art on thy bier ? 

But yesterday, in all the prime of life's luwpent career ! 

Tve seen the forest^s noblest tree laid low, when lightnings 8hine» 

The column in its majesty torn from the temple-shrine, 

Yet little deemed that ice so soon would check thy vital 8tream> 

The Son that soar'd without a clood, thus veil its noon-day beam. 

I've seen thee in thy rrlory stand, while all around was hush'd, 
And seraph-wisdom from thy lips, in tones of music gush'd. 
For thoo, with willing hand didst lay at morning's dewy hour, 
Down at the feet of Him, who gave thy beauty and thy power, 
Thou, forthe helpless sons of woe, didst plead with words of flame, 
And boldly strike the rocky heart, in thy Redeemer's name. ^ 

And lo ! that withering race who fade as dew 'neath summer's ray, 

Who like the uprooted weed are cast from their own earth away, 
Who trusted to a nation's vow, yet found that faith was vain. 
And to their ftthers* sepulchres return no more again ; 
They need tliy blended eloquence of lip, and eye, and brow, 

They need the righteous for a shield, why art lJuju ah&enL now ? 

Long shall tlune image freshly dwell beside their native streams, 
And 'mid their wanderings fhr and wide, illume their alien dreams, 

For Heaven to Ihcir sequester 'd haunts thine early steps did guide, 
And the Cherokee hath bless'd thy brow, his cabin-hearth beside, 
The Osage orphan sadly breath'd her sonows to thine ear, 
And the lofty warrior knelt him down with stmngei repentant tear^ 

4 
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I i6e a eOD0eei«ted thvon^* of jwfAiM watelraieii Tiie» 

Each girding on for Zion's gake, their heaven-wrought {^opl^% 
These, in their solitudes obscure, thy geneioufl ardor soughti 
And gathenng with a tiielem haod* up totbe temple brought 
These, whOe the altar of thmr CM, they eenre with haSowM leelf 
Shall wear thy memory on their heart, an everlasting^ seal. . 

J hear a voice of wailing ftom the ialandi of the eeSf 
Salvation'i distant heralds moam on heathen thorea fat thee» 

Thy constant love, like (ii lead's balm, refresh 'd tlieir weary mind, 
And with the biess'd Evart's name thine own waa strongly twm'd» 
Bui thou, from this illusive soenei hast like a vision fled. 
Just wrapp'd his mantle o^er thy breast, then joined him with the 
dead. 

Farewell ! we yield thee to the tomb, witli many a bitter tear, 
Tho' 'twas not meet a soul like thine should longer tany herst 
Fondf dnsteiing hopes have sank with thee^ that eerth can neV 
restore* 

Love casts a garland on thy turf, tliat may not blossom more. 
But thou art where the dream of hope doth in ihiition fade, 
And Love, immortal and refiu'd, glow on without a shade. 
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"The Loid ii in bif holy Mmplef— let all tfat Earth k«tp tUmiM 
bafore lunu" 

Tn Lord 10 on his htAy thnme^ 

He Bits iii kingly state ; 
Let those who for his favor 8eek» 
In humble silence waiL 

Your sorrows to his eye are kaown, 

Your secret motives clear ; 
It needeth nol the pemp of woids» 

To poor them on bis ear. 

Both Death thy bosom's cell invade ? 

Yield up thy flower of grass ; 
Swells the woiid*s wrathful billow bJghl 

Bow down, aad let it pass. 

Fredi not thy purpose on thy Godt 
Urge not thine erring will, 

Nor dictate to the Paternal mind, 
Nor doubt thy Maker's skilL 

True Prtayer is not the noisy soond 

That clamorous lips repeat, 
But the deep silence of a soul 
That dasps Jehovah's feet. 



■ 
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THE DEAD HOBSEMAN. 

Occasioned by leading the manner of conveying a young man t» 
boiial, in the moantainooa icgion abont Vettia'a Giai, in Norway. 

Who's riding o*er the Giel so fast, 

'Mid the crags of Utledale ? 
He heeds nor cold, nor stonD, nor blast; 

But his cheek is deadly pale. 

A fringe of pearl, from his eyo-lash hiDgf 

Stem Winter's hand hath hunor : 
And his sinewy arm looks bold and strong. 
Though his brow is smooth and young* 

O'er his matUe fiiiehead» in dustem brighl 
Is wreathed his gdden hair ; 

His robe is of linen, long and white, 
Though a mantle of fur scarce could 'bide the bijghl 
Of this keen and frosty air. 

God speed thee now, thon horseman bold ! 
For the tempest awakes in wiath ; 

And thy stony eye is fixed and cold 
As the glass of thine icy path. 

Down, down the precipice wild he breaks* 

Where the AMoning wBtais rotr ; 
And his way up the cliff of the mouitain take8» 

Where man never trod before. 

No checking hand to the rein he lends, 

On slippery summits sheen ; 
But ever and aye his head he bends 

At the plunge in some dark ravine. 
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Doft thoa bow in pxayer, to the God who guidef 

Thy oonne o'er such ftsmnmA MX 1 
Or nod in Hiy dretm o'er the eteem where gViidm 

The curdling brook, with its slippery tide% 
Thou boreemap, so youDg and pale 1 

Swift, swift o'er the breast of the fiosen ftzeaoiSy 

Towvd Lyeter-Choich he hieiH^ 
Whose holy spire» *mA the gkoun gkeiMH 

Like a star ia troubled skies. 

Now stay, tiiou ghostly traveller — stay 

Why haste in such mad career 1 
Be the guilt of thy boeom m dark it vrnj^ 

*Twen better to purge it heie* 

O1I9 on ! like the winged blast he wendi^ 

Where moulder thu bones of the dead- 
Wilt thou stir the sleep of thy buried frieads, 
With thy oomner'e tramping tread ! 

At a y&wiiiiig pit» whose narrow brinkt 
'Mid the swollen snow was grooved^ 

He paused. The steed from that chasm did shrink, 
But the rider sate unmoved. 

Then down at once, trom his lonely seatt 

They lifted that horseman pale, 
And laid him low in the drear retreat 

And poured in dirge-like measure sweet, 
The mournful Ameral wail. 

4* 
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BoUyoi^! whose boMmi with pfidehtdgkm^ 

In a life of txnl Mfvere^ 

Did'st thou scorn to pass to ihy la^t abode 
In the ease of the alothfui bier 1 

Must thy own good steed, which thy hftods had drest. 

In the Ibhiees of boyhood's UiflSi 
By the load of thy lifeless Umbs be pTest, 

On a journey so strange as this ! 

Yet still to the depths of yon rock-barred dell. 

Where no lay iVom heaven hath glowed, 
Where the thundering rush of the Markdbss feO) 
The trembling child doth point and tell, 

. How that JearJiU horseman rods. 



THE TOMB OF JOSEPHINE. 

" A Josephine,*— Eugene et Hortense."— 1825. 

EiiFttXsa of Earth's most polished dime \ 

Whose path of undid care 
Did touch the zfjiuLh-point of hopei 

The nadir of despairr— 
Here doth thy wrong'd, confiding heart 

Resign its tortur'd tlirill, 
And slumber like the peasant's dust, 

All unconcemM and still I 

* The inscriptkm on the tomb of the Empross Josepbineb—eKected 
by her children. 
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Did Love yon arch of marble lear 

To mark the hallovr'd gioandl 
And bid those doric coluums sprinor 

With cluBtering roses crowned I 
Say,— did it come with gifts of pe^ 

To deck thy conch of gloom ? 
And like relenting Athene bless 

Its guiltless martyr's tomb ? 

No I — no : the stern and callous breast 

Sear'd by Ambition's flame^ 
No kindlings of remorse confest 

At thy remembered name : 
Alike tlie Corsican abjur'd 

With harsh and ingrate tone* 
The beanly and the love that pav'd 

Hii pathway to a throne* 

He tomM in apathy to gaze 

Upon his Austrian bride, 
Nor heard dark fate's prophetic sigh 

That waxn'd the M (tf pride; 
Saw not the visionM battle shock 

That clol't hid Ilabel fame, 
Nor mark'd on Ikr Helena's rock 

A sepulchre of shame. 

ftece i^France ! by thy indignant zeal 
Were fitting honors paid, 

And did thy weeping fondness sooth 
The unrequited shade I 
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]M*8t thoQ yim Inoilliiiiif itrtDS itim 

Her faullless form to show 1 
But ruBhing on in recidess mirth» 
That empixe •iiiiroedr->Ao> 



Tbea lo 1^ 8tin small voice «xoie 
Amid that oknoe drear, 

Such voice as from tlic cradle bed 

Both chaim the mother's ear, 
And then, methoivht, two ehuping hands 

Were from that maible tinost, 

And strange their living freshness gleam'd 
Amid that gculptur'd dust. 

Empress ! the filial blossoms nurs'd 

Within thy bosom's fold, 
SamyM the wreath that traitor Love 

To hea-rtlcss glory sold,— 
Those hands thy monument have lear'd 

Where pausing pilgfims come ; 
That Toice thy moamM leqoiem pou'd 

Though all the world was dumb. 
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JOY IN BELDSVINO. 

C(od teiielh to hate no ■!»▼«■ in his fiunfly."— Bot* Dr. Hawei. 

Man askcth honiag-e. When ins foot dotli stand 
On earth's high places, he exacteth fear 
From those who Mm him. His proud spirit Uyvos 
The quick observance of an abject eye 
And cowering brow. His dignity he deems, 
Demands such aliment, — and he doth ahow 
Its evanescence, by the food he seeks 
To <r i ve it nutriment. Yea, more than this— 
He o'er Ins brotiicr rules, with scourge and chain, 
Treading out Nature's charities, till life 
To madness tortur'd, or in misery cmsh'd. 
Goes, an accusing spirit, back to God. 
—But He, the Eternal lluler, willeth not 
The slavery of the soul. His claim is love, 
A filial spirit, and a song of praise. 
It doth not please hun, that Us servants wear 
The livery of niourning. Peace is f^own 
Along their pilgrim path, — and holy hopes 
Like birds of Paradise, do sweetly pour 
Melodious measures,— and a glorious fidth 
Springs up o'er Jordan's wave. Say, is it rnc^ut 
For those who wear a Saviour's badge, to sigh 
In heathen heaviness, when earthly joys 
Quench their brief taper? or go AwnWiny down 
As to a dungeon, when the gate of Death 
Opes its low valve, to show the shining track 
Up to an angel's heritage of bliss ? 
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FAITH. 

Wba9t in the lobe of NA, 

Come to the place of prayer, 
And seal thy deathless tows to Him 
Wlio jBukm thj life Id* ctra. 

Doth he Ihj sunny akies 

O'ereloud with tempest gloom I 

Or take the idol of thy hreasti 
And hide it in the tomb ! 

Or bid thy treasur'd joyi 

In hopeless rainliel 
Sesroh not Us M80osr-<OTil Us wiD* 

Thy record is on high. 

For should he strip thy heart 

Of til it boosts on eaitfa, 
And iet thee ntked ind aloiM^ 

As at ihy day of birthy 

He cannot do thee wrong, 
Those gifls were bis at first, 

Diaw nesjrer to his changeless thronei 
Bow deeper in the dost 

Calls he thy partiiig aonl 
Unbodied fWxn the fhrongr^ 

Clin^ closer to thy Saviour *fi cross. 
And xaiae the victor aoi^. 
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THE INDIAN'S WELCOME TO THE PILGRIM 

FATHiiRS. 

*'Oii Friday, Mareh 16th, 1622, whib the oolonuitt w«re hoiiad in 

thdr usual labors, they were much surprised lo see a savage walk 
boldly towards ihem, and salute them with, *mxkch weHoosod, £ngliih, 
much welcome, fiagiiAhmen.' " 

Aboti them spiesd a itnuiger liqr 
Aiwmd, the sterile plain, , v 

The rock-bound coast rose frowning nigh, 

Beyondf— the wratht\il main ; 
CliiU femnuits of the wintry Bnow 

StiU ehokM the encmnher'd sdl. 

Yet forth these Pilgrim Fathers go, 
To mark their future toil. 

'Mid yonder vale their com must rise 

In Summer's ripening pride» 
And there the church^piie woo the skiet 

Its sister-school beside. 
Perchance ^mid England's velvet green 

Some tender thought repos'd,— 
Thongli nought upon their stoic mien 

Sucii soft regret disclus'd. 

When sudden from the forest wide 

A red-brow'd chieftain came» 
With towering fynOf and hanghtj stride, 

And esri^e kindling flame : 
No wrath he breath'd, no conflict sought, 

To no dark ambush drew, 
But simply taikeOld WoM krmigkt, 

ns welooms if lis Ntm. 
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That xDehome was a blast and baa 

Upoa thy noe unbonu 
Was there do seer, thou ftted Man ! 

Thy lavish zeal to warn t 
Thoa in thy fearless faith didst hail 

A weak, invading band, 
But who shall heed thy children*! wail| 

Swept from their native land I 

Thou gav*8t the richee of thy stieamay 

The lordsinp o*er thy waves, 
The region of thine infant dreama, 

And of thy Iktheia' gravesi 
But who to yon pitmd nmneione pil'd 

With wee it h ot' ea.rih and sea. 
Poor outcast from thy forest wild, 

Say^ lofto t&oS wdcome thee 1 



DEATH AMONG THE TREES. 
Dbath walketh in the forest 

Tlie tall pines 
Do woo the lightning-flash, and through their veins 
The fire-Cttp, darting, leaves their blackened trunks 
A tahlet, for ambition's sons to read 
Their destiny. The oak, that centuries spared, 
Grows grey at last, and like some time-worn man, 
Stretching out palsied arms, doth &ehly cope 
With the destroyer, while its gnarled roots 
Betray their trust. The towering elm turns pale. 
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And fldntly 0trewB the were raj y^Oow ktlS 

While from its dead arms falls the wedded viB6* 
The 6\ caniore uplifte a beacon brow, 
Denuded of ite hoaon, rad the Uesty 
Swaying the withered willow, rudely sake 

For its lo,<t ^rrace, aiid for ila tissued leai^ 
With Sliver iined. 

I knew that b%ht might check 
The sapling, ere kind Nature'e hrad could weave 

Its firbt epnng-coronal, and that the wonii| 
Coiling itself amid our gardcu-plants, 
Did make theur unborn bude ita eepulchre. 
And well I knew how wild rad wrecking winda 
Might take the forest-monarchs by the crown. 
And lay them with the lowliest vassal-herb ; 
And that the axe^ with its sharp mini8tiy« 
Miglit, in one hour, such revdutioD work, 
As all Earth's boasted power could nevcT hope 
To re-instate. And I had seen the flame 
Go ciackling up, amid yon verdant boughs, 
And with a tyrant's insolence dissolve 
Their interlacing'-, till I felt that rnan, 
For sordid gain would make the ibrest's pomp 
Its heaven-raised arch and living tiaceiy. 
One flmeiaUpyre. 

But, yet I did not deem 
That pale Disease amid those shades would steal 
As to a sickly maiden's cheek, and waste 
The power and plenitude of thoee high iuik% 
Which in their peerage and nobility, 
Uorivalled and unchromcled, had reigned. 
And 80 1 said if in this world of knells 
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And open tombs, there lingezeth one whoM dnam 

Ib of aught permuient below the ekies, 

Even let him come and muse among the trees, 
For they shall be his teachers ; they shall bow 
To Wisdom's lessons his fiugetftii esr, 
. And, by the whisper of theur Aided leaves, 
Sot leu to his sad heart the thought of death. 



THE TfiST OP LIFE* 

JMath is the test of /j/g.— All else is vam. 

The adulation of a fickle crowds 
Vietorj^s prood pompi and Ghny^s pegeant ttaiii 

Fleet like the tinting of ycm summer cloud. 
This Cffisar felt, in that tremendous hour 

When the dire dagger searched his breast so wellt 
When all unsaled still his lust of power 

UpMdinf man's uigiatidider-lie M< 

Go, — spread of him of Macedon the tale 

To the dull bacchanalian's vacant eye, — 
How he beneath whose ftown the world grew palOf 

Sank in the wine cup like^ like a drowning fly. 
For Sweden's madman, ask Pultowa's walls, 

But pensive Memory m her treasure-cell. 
The widow's wail and orphan's uknui recalls 

That lawless murderer's obsequies to swelL 

How died Napdeoni — Ask Helena's rock, — 

Ask the wild surge which with its hoariest crest 
Was but a whisper to the earthquake shock - 
Of the vez'd passions warhng in his breast. 
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And thus they died, whom blind and erring men 
lake demi-gods have winBhipp'd»— and their namee 

In liquid fire have flow'd from history's pen, 
As bsdeflil Etna o'er the concave flames. 

Look to the friends of peace, — who never sought 

The blood-stain'd kurel from its bed to tear, 
But in stern toiki or bowen of etudioiis thought 

Still made the weUhre of mankind their care. 
See Howard, dauntless 'mid the dungeon-gloom, 

Or latent poisons of a foreign sky,^ 
Hear Addiaon while amking to the tombb 

ExcUum in hope» Behold a Christian die !'* 

Thou toot bleit Raike8,-~philanthiopist divuoter- 

Who all unconscious what tliy hands had done, 
Didst plant that germ whose glorious fruit shall shine 

When from hie throne doth fiUl yon darkened sun* 
The Sabbatb-bell, the teacher's hallow'd kne, 

The countless throng from childhood's snares set free. 
Who in sweet strains the Sire of Heaven adore, 

Shall pomt ui solemn gratitude to thee. 

Who was with Martyn when he breathed his last* 
A martyr pale on Asia's burning sodt 

Who cheer'd his spirit as it onward past 
From Its frail house of clay 1 — The host of Qod, 

Oh I ye who trust when earthly toils shall cease 
To find a home in Heaven's uneiring dimef 

Drink deeper at the fountain-head of peace, 
And cleanse your spirits for that world sublime. 
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"Thy nerciM are new every metniiig end freeh every moment.*' 

Oh ThoUt who boonteoui to tbeir need. 

Dost all earth*8 thronging pilgrims feed, 
Dost bid for them in eveiy clime, 
The presfnant harvest know its time» 
The flocks in vevdant pastnxes dweU, 
The com aspire, the olive swell, 
Fain would we bless that sleepless Eye 
That doth our hourly wants desciy* 
—-Thou pour'st ns from the nested giOTe« 
The minstrel-melody of love, 
Thou giv'st us of the fruitage fair 
That summer's ardent suns pieparey 
Of honey ftom the rock that flowB» 
And of the perfume of the rose. 
And of the breeze, whose balm repairs 
The sickening waste of toils and cares. 
•x^Attd tbo'i perchance, the ingmte knee 
Bends not in praise, or prayer to thee, 
Tho' vSin that stole with traitor-sway 
Even Peter's loyalty away, 
May strongly weave its seven-foid snare. 
And bring dejection and despair ; 
Yet not the mom with cheering eye 
More duly lights the expecting sky, 
Nor surer speeds on pinion light 
Each measur'd moment's trackless flight. 
Than comes thy mercy's kind embrace 
To feeble man's foigetM race. 
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FUN^EAL OF DR. MASON F. COGGSWELL. 

Thers was a throog within the tcmple-gatee, 
And more of Bomw on each thoughtM loow 
Than seemed to fit the sacred day of praise. 
Neighbor on neighbor gaz'd, and friend on friend, 
Yet few saluted ; for the sense of loss 
Weigh'd heavy in each boeonL Even the diige 
Bieath'd tiemiiloiu— f(» holy mosic moaa'd 
A smitten worshipper. Grave, aged men 
BowM down their reverend heads in wondering woe. 
That he who so retain'd the aident smile 
And step elastic of life's monung pnmey 
Should fall before them. Stricken at his side 
Were friendships of no common fervency 
Or brief endurance ; for at his glad tone 
And the wann pveasuie of his hand, awoke 
Fond recollections, scenes of boyhood's bliss, 
And the unwounded trust of guileless years, 
Glassing themselves in each congenial breast. 
— *The men of skill, who cope with stem disease^ 
And wear Hygela's mantle, offering stiU 
Fresh incense at her ehrinc, with sighs deplore 
A brother and a gmde : while yon mute train, 
Whose tpeedh isinthe eyet* pour finrth their tears. 
As o'er a ft.ther lost, Say«— can ye tell 
How many now amid this gather'd throng 
In tender meditations deeply muse, 
Coupling his unage with theur gratitude % 
He had stood with them at the gate of Death, 

* The deaf and domb^— of whose Asylum in Hartford, he was 
founder and patron, 

6^ 
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And plucked them from the Spoiler's thwtewing gnapi 

Or when the roee« from their pOgrimafe 

Were shorn, walk'd humbly with them 'neath the cloud 

Of God's displeasure. Sach remembrances 
Rush o*6r their spirits with a whelming tide* 
Till in the heart's deep casket* tribute team 
lie thick, like pearls. And doubt not thm are those 

*Mid this assembly, in the scanty robes 
Of penury hall* wrapt, who well might tell 
Of ministiatiooB at their couch of woe. 
Of toil-spent nights, and timdy charities, 

Uncounted, save in heaven. 

Tis weU !— Tis weU I 
The parted benefactor justly daims 
Such obsequies. Yet let the Gospel breathe 

Its strain sublime. A hallow 'd hand hath cull'd 

From the deep melodies of David's lyre, 

And fh>m the burning eloquence of Psul* 

Bahn fisr the mourner's wound. But there's a gioiqp 

Within whose sacred home, yon lifeless form 

Had been the centre of each tender hope. 

The soul of every joy. Affections pure 

And patriarchal hospitality, 

Like household deities, presiding spread 

Their wings around, making the favor'd cell 

As bright a transcript of lost £den*s blissy 

As beuns below. Now round that shaded hearth 

The polish'd brow of radiant beauty droops, 

Like the pale lilly-flower, by pitiless storms 

Press'd and surchaigU There too m sAdden'd ejea 

More eloquent than words, and bursting hearts ; 

Earth may not weigh such grief. ' Tis heoTd in Heaven. 
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THOUGHTS FOR MOURNERS. 

**ln wrath he wmembereth mercy." 

Yb say 'tis Mercy that doth rend 

Of Hope the healthfiil loott 
The TiBitation of a Friend 

That blights affection's fruit 1 
A tender florist* s care^ th&t poora 

The riven blossoms round. 
And strews the richest* flurest flowras 

To perish on the ground 1 
Yon tree, that from the noon-day he^ 

Did shield the tiaveler's head, 
And when the tempest fiercely beat 

A eheltenng' shadow spread. 
Whose boughs reviving fragiance cast 

O'er all the sons of ill, 
Behold it smitten *neath the Uast, 

Say ye 'twas Mercy still 1 
Yea, Mercy ! Not that erring love 

Which man to man 6ztends» 
Bot Hi» high discipline above 

Who pain with wisdom blends. 
Beyond the cloud, the pang, the tomb 

Of this terrestrial clod, 
Where trees of glory ever bloom 

Past by ihe throne of God, 
Ye in the page of Heaven may read 

With seraph students blest, 
How Sorrow's sternest teadungs lead 

To everlasting rebt. 
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MEETING OF THE SUSQUEHANNAH WITH THE 

LACKAWANNA. 

Rush on glad stream, in ihy power and pride, 
To claim the hand of thy promised bride ; 
She doth haste ttom the zeabii of the darken'd mine^ 
To mingle her nnmnur^d vows with thine ; 

Ye have met, — ye have met, and the shores prolong 
The liquid tone oi your nuptuU song. 

Methinks ye wed, as the white man's son» 
And the ohild of the Indian king have done ; 
I eaw thy hride, ae abe strove in vain, 

To cleanse her brow from the carbon stain, 
But 8hc brmgd thee a dowry so rich and true 
That thy k>ve nnut not shrink ftma the tawny hoe. 

Her bizth was nide» in a mountain celly 
And her inlhnt fteaks there are none to tell ; 

The path of her beauty was wild and free, 
And in dell and forest she hid tiom thee* 
But the day of her fond caprice is o'ert 
And she seeks to part fiom tfaj breast no move* 

Pkss on in the joy of thy blended tide^ 

Thro' the land where the blessed Miquon* died i 
No red man's blood, with its guilty staiUf 
Hatb cried unto God, ftom that broad domain^- 
the seeds of peace they have sown the soil* 
Bring a harvest of wealth, for their hour of toil. 

* A name given by the Aboiigiiies to their Ihend Wiiliam Peon. 
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On, on, throuffh the vale where the brave ones sleep, 

Where the wavmgr foJiage is lich and deep ; 

I have stood on the mountain and roam'd thfo' the glen 

To the beantifhl homes of the western in en. 

Yet nougfht in that realm of enchantment could see, 

So fair, as the vale of Wyoming to me. 



POETRY, 

Morn on her rosy couch awokCf 

Enchantment led the hour, 
And mirth and music dxank the dews 

That freshened Beauty's flower. 
Then from her bower of deep delight, 

I heard a young girl sing, 
** Oh, speak no ill of poetry. 

For 'tis a holy thi^.'* 

The Son in noon-day heat rose high, 

And on with lieavinrr bruast, 
I saw a weary pilgrim toil 

Unpitied and unblest, 
Yet stiU in tnmhiing measures flowed 

Forth from a broken string, 
" Oij, Bpeak no ill of poetry, 

For 'tis a holy thing." 

Twas night, and Death the coitains drew, 

'Mid agony severe, 
While there a willing spirit went 

Home to a glorious sphere, 
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Yet still It sigh'd, even when was spread 
The waiting Angel's wing, 
M Oil, speak no iU of poeby, 
Eiff *tis a holy thing." 



THE COMING OF CHRIST. 

For unto you is bom this day, a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord." 

Behold! the ancient daikneas tneakB 

That o'er the nations lay, 
And mom with purple banner vraices, 

Bright herald of the day ; 
Hush*d are hoarse Sinai's thimden dvoad, 

Descending Angels sing-. 
And crush d Judea lifts the iiead, 

To hail her pfomis'd king. 

The harp of prophecy, so long 

By sacred impulse fir'd, 
Hath breath' d its last entrancing song. 

And with the seer expired. 
Symbol and type, whose linked chain 

At Eden's bower began, 
No more in dim and shadowy strain 

Announce the troth to man. 

Messiah comes ! what thione of state 
Shall win his glonous sway? 

Throw wide Oh Earth ! thy loftiest gate 
To give the highest way : 
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Yet not to men of royal birthf 

Not to tha aoDfl of fiune» 
Not in the 8ce|itred pcmp of eurthf 

The meek Redeemer came. 

No.— Turn to Nazareth's noteless bomid, 

Turn to the lowliest train 
Who dowly o'er that thronging ground 

FtesB on with pilgrim pain. 
Turn to the manger, scom'd and lone, 

By humblest inmates trod. 
And in devotion's deepeat tone 

Reyere the Son of God. 

ON THE CLOSE OP THE YEAR 1882. 

Tn Year is paat, whoee hand hath led 

Oft to the chamber of the dead, 

Whose track amid remembered time. 

In many a lacoi and many a clime, 

Ib marked by agonies and teis^* 

And clustering graves and mourner's tears. 

But we, the spar'd, the favor'd band. 
Who saw Destruction's Angel nigh, 
Felt his dark pinion rushing by, 
Yet stOl amoDg the living stand, 
How lieed we Heaven* s protecting handf 
Marks every day its annai fair, 
With fiuthM deeds of pious carel 
And bears eaoh moment as it flies, 
Some gratefbl message to the skies 1 

« Alluding to the cholera. 



MBS. SIGOVBJIXf't rOUM. 

Oh parLed year ! — how many a namd 
High on the sun-bhght lista of ftjae^ 
Thou, with thy blick and Uotting pen 
Hut stricken from tba wcnil of men. 

I Bee a train of fbneral gloom, 
On Auburn's mount, a new made tomb, 
Thoot nurtur'd 'neftth a German sky» 
With noble lbmi» and pieiciii^ eye» 
Why cam'st thou to oar valee, — to dkf 
We hop'd thy wisdoiii lo explore, 
And calmly weigh thy treasur'd lorOy 
And ihel, while fled the glowing hooTi 
Of eloquence, and troth the power, 
But no I — we mourn thy sevtr'd span, 
Spunheim ! — ^the friend of mind and nuuit 
And sadly give thy native akiee, 
Moie than a atranger's sympathies. 

Another knell is on the blast, 
And art thou gone, tlie last, — tJie last^ 
Our only link that bound sublime 
The present, to the ancient time t 
Sage of pure mind, and patriot hand. 
The last of that illustrious band, 
Who in the day of fear and blood 
Tixm zoond their ciadled ooontiy stood^ 
With diamond Egis dar'd the stri^ 
And gave their signet for her life, 
Carroll '-—though many a year had abed 
Ita whiteness o'er thy reverend bead, 
Yet as the Oak, when storms divide 
Its lofty compeers from it^ side, 



warn, noovmm'f voiim. 

Ii held more Mered^ mora fubliine^ 
For ewery gathered tint of thne ; 

So we, with pride, thy crown survey'dt 
And drew Ike stranger to thy shade. 

Fain had we brought our babes to thee» 
And bowM them at thy patriaich<^knee» 

Thy blessioif on their heads to crave, 
But thou art rciiting in thy grave, 
Yes, — thou art safe from storms, and we^ 
Still ride apon a boiflteroua aea. 

Comer^to ymi conaeefated groondt 
Where in each nook and hillock iomid» 

Some bleeding heart its gold hath sow'd,— 
And rest thee on this iialiow'd mound 

Where many a tear hath flow'd. 
Cold o'er its snowv the moon-heama ahine^ 
Revered OorndiiiB ! is it thine I 
Oh ! smitten in thy glory's prirne^ 
From polar sone to tropic clime^ 
Thy name ia where the heathen aeea 
Salvation's banner on the breese, 
And ininfjlos with their grieving prayer 
Who speak a Saviour's message there* 

The wandering red man hears its tone^ 
And starts amid the forest lone» 
Or from his home's poor refuge driven, ' 
An outcast *neath the face of Heaven, 
Turns hopeless toward the western Sea, 
And as be weeps, remembm thee. 
Oh finest Inethnn ! long diatreat, 
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Unheaidt unaiifweiinf t and oppmt» 
When to your sad and eaith-bowM eyefi 

Shall such ajiother fiiend arise 1 
With zeal to save your exil'd throng, 
With brewt indigiuuit at their wfongl 
When shall each amile of heavenly biith 

Beam kindly by your cabm-hearth 1 

Or when such voice of angel-strain * 

Breathe {Hiring o'er your eoula again t 

Genius the dazzled eye may hlindf 
And myalic Scieoee awe niankind» 
And patriot laithi and hoary time. 

Prom history win the meed sublime, 
But thouf — whose loss on distant shares, ; 
Bereav'd Benevolence deploravi 
A Hime like thine^ so pare, so deep^ 
Earth's tablet is too frail to keep. 
And the proud wordling's vision gay. 
Too dull its semblance to aiimy. 
OhI hoQor'd nune than speech can ten, 
True Servant the Cross ! — FaremU ! 

m 

Readers and Friends !~a new-bom Year 

laspire:^ tor you, the widi sincere ; 
May Heaven's unmeasured bounty bless 
With health, and peaces and happmesa^ 
A cheerful hearth, a fire-aide ftiend 
When Winter's wrathful stonus descend, 
A pious joy when green-rob'd Spring 
And Summer suns their offerings bring, 
A giatefhl heart *mid Autumn's alore^ 
Till geasons change for you no more. 
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LADY JANE GREY. 

On seeing a picture repreaenting her engaged in the study oi Plato. 

Soearlywiss! Beauty hath been to thee 
No traitOF-fiiend, to steal the key 

Of knowledge Worn thy mind, 
Ma.lf^ng thee gorgeous to the eye, 
Flauiitiiig and flttshed with vanttyt 
Yet inly blind. 

Hark! the hnntinif-biigle eoundey 

Thy fether's park is gay, 
Stately nobles cheer the hounds, 
Soft hands the coursers sway, 
Haste to the sport, away ! away ! 
Youth, and mirth, and love are there, 
Lmgerest thou, fkireat of the faiit 
In thy lone chamber to explore 
Ancient Plato's dassic lorel 

Old Roger Ascham's gaze 
Is fix'd on thee with fond amaze ; 
Doubtless the sage doth marvel deep, 
That for philosophy divine 
A lady could decline 
The pleasure 'nud yon pageant-train to sweep, 
The ghny o'er some five-barr'd gate to leapi 
And in the toil of reading Greek^ 

Which many a student flies, 
Find more entrancing rhetoric 
Than Esshion's page sopplies. 
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Ah sweet Entbusiast ! happier to for thee 

Had'st thou thy musing inteUectual joy, 
Thro' life indulged witiiout alloy, 
la eolitaiy eanctityi 
Nor dar^d Ambition's fearful afarift, 

"Nor laid thy Bb ri"lti"g heiud on Edward's ftital gift. 

The Ciown ! The Crown 1 It sparkles oa thy brow, 
JL see Northttmberland with joy elate. 
And lo ! thy haughty sire doth how 
Hoaonng- thy high estate, 
She too, of royal Tudor's line, 
Who at her early bhdal shone 
Resplendent on the Gallic thiene 
Humbleth her knee lo linne, 
She, the austerely beautif\il, whose eye 
Check'd thy timid infancy 
UntiH thy heart's first buds folded their leavee todies 

Homage to her n^eek daughter pays, 
Yet, sooth to say, one fond embrace, 
One kiss, snch as the peesant^motber gives 
When on its evening bed her child she lay8» 
Had dearer been to thee, than all their courtly phieee. 

The Tower! The Tower! thou bnght-hur'dbeeiiteous one! 

There, where the captive's breath 
Had sigh'd itself in bitierness away, 
Where iron nerves have wither'd one by one. 
And the sick eye shnt ftem the glorious son 
Hath grop'd o'er those grion walk tiU idiocy 
Made life like death, 
There must thy zesting be 1 
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NotloDf! NotkHDgl What nvige band 

'Neath thy grsied window beare 
The headless form, the lifeless hand 
Of hiiDt thfi magk of wlioae km coqU chaim 
Guilfbcdl tfagr Inubaiid ! yet the gnahing teu 
Scarce flows to moonn his ftte ieveie, 
Thy pious thought doth rise 
To those UDcloaded akiecib 
Wheie lie^ amid the aogel tiain 
Doth fbr thy oonung waiti to part no more again* 

The Scaflbld! Bfustitbe! Stem Englaod'a Qneen 

Hast thou such doom decreed ? 
Dwells Draco's aoul beneath ^ woman's mien 
Most goSleleaB youth and peerleaa beauty bleed t 
Away! Away I I will not see the deed ! 

Fresh dsfi^is of crimson stain the new-fallen snowi 
The wintxy winds wail fitfully and low ^ 
But the meek vietim ie not there^ 
Far ftom this tnmbled scenoi 
Higli o'er the tyrant Queen, 
She finds that amaranthine cxown« which sinless seraphs wear. 
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FEMALE EDUCATION. 

Addressed to a South Amehcan Poet* 

Thov« of the liYiiig lyre^ 
Thou, of the htyish cliihe^ 

Whose iiiouiitauis mix their lijjfhtning-fiie 
With the storm-cloud subUmei 

We* of thy Bi8ter-land« 
The empire of the fiee, 

Joy as those patriot-breasts expand 
With gexiial Liberty. 

Thy flowers their fragrant breast 

Unfold to catch its xay, 
And Natiire*s velTet-tiBsiied wt 

With brighter tint is gay, • 
More blest thy rivers roll 

Full tribute to the Sea, 
And even Woman's doiBter'd muI 

Walks fortii among the free. 

Aid with thy tuneful strain 

Her boldf adventurous way, 
Bid the loog-priMmed mind attain 

A spheie of dasdinf day. 
Bid her unpinionM foot 

The cliffs of knowledge climb, 
And seaich Ibr Wiadom'a lacred xool 

That mocka the blight of tune. 
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Say,—" Break oUi?km'« flleep 

And toil wHh floikt's art, 
To plant the germs of virtue deep 

In cliildhood's fruitful hearty 
To thee» the babe ia ffiveii 

Fair firqiQ its glcrioui Sirev 
CbrHtinrae it for the King of Heaven, 
And He will pay the hire." 



THE HALF-CENTURY SERMON. 

Look back, look back, ye gray-hair'd wozBfaippei% 

WJio to this hill-topij^y yean ago 

Came up with solemn joy ; withdraw the foIJa 

Which curtaining Time hatii gather'd o'er the aceoey 

And show its coloring. The dark cloud of wir 

Faded to fitAil sun-liglit, on the eert 

The rumor of red battle died away. 

And there was peace in Zion. So a throng 

O'er a ikint carpet of the Spring's fint gieen 

Were aeen in glad pioceaaiaD basting on* 

To set a watchman on these sacred walls. 

Each eye upon his consecrated brow 

Was fondly fix'd, for in its pallid hoe, 

la its deep, thoogfat-wom, spiiitual lines. 

They trac'd the mission of the Crucified, 

The hope uf Israel. High the anthem swelled, 

Ascribmg glory to the Lord of Hosts, 

Who in his bounteoos goodness thus ▼ouofasaf' d 

To beandQr his temple. 

The same strain 
Riseth once more; but where are they who poured 
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Its tones metodiooB, cm that total day? 

Young- men and maidens of the tiiiiet\ii lip, 
The bright in beauty, and the proud in strength. 
With bosoms flnttenng to ilinsivo faopOi 
Whenmiheyl Can ye tell, ye hoeiy Ones, 
Who few, and feebly leaning* on your staves 
Bow down, where eist with manhood's lofty port 
Te tower'd as cokonns 1 They have sunk away. 
Brethren and sIsterBt from your empty grasp 
Like bubbles on the pool, and ye are left. 
With life's long lessons fhnow'd on your brow. 
Change worketh all around yoa« The lithe twig 
That In your boyhood ye did idly bend 
Maketh broad shadow, and tlic forcst-king" 
Arching majestic o'er your school-day sports, 
Mouldereth, to sprout no niofe« The little babe, 
Ye as a pla3rthing dandled, of whose fimme 
Perchance ye spukc, as moist exceeding frail 
And prone to perish like the flower of grass, 
Doth noise his children's children on his knee. 
*But still your ancient Shepherd's Toice ye hear, 
Tho' age hath quellM its power, and well those tones 
Of serious, saintly tenderness do stir 
The springs of hm and reverence. As your guide 
He in the heavenward path hath fiimly walk'd 

Bearing" your joys and sorrows in his breast, 
And on his prayers. He at your household hearths 
Hath spoke his Master's message, while your babes 
listening imbi Vd, as Uossoms drink the dew ; 
And when your dead were buried from your sight, 
Was he not there? 

His scattered locks ate white 
the hoai^esi of thne^ hut In Us sod 
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Tliere is no Winter. He, the uncounted gold 

Of many a year's experience richly spreads 

To a new generation, and methinks 

With high prophetic btow doth stand suhUme 

like Moses tween the living and the dead 

To make atonement. God's unclouded smile 

Sustain thee Patriarch ! like a flood of light # 

Still hrighteningy till with those whom thou hast taught 

And wam'd in wisdom and with weeping love 

Led to the brink of Calvary's cleansing stream, 

Tiiou stiike the victor-harp o'er sin and death* 

DEATH OF THE WIFE OP A CLERGYMAN, DURi:^^G 
TH£ SiCKN£SS OF HiilK HUSBAND. 

Dabx sorrow brooded o'er the Pastor's home, 

The prayer was silent, and the loving group 
That sang their hymn of praise at even and mom 
Now dioop'd in pain,— or with a noisdesa step 
Tended the sielt It was a time of woe : 
Days measur'd out in anguish, and drear nights 
Mocking the eye that waited for the dawn* 

They, who fVom youth fay hallow'd vowa odjoin'di 
Bad borne life's bnrdens with united arm. 
And side by side, its adverse fortunes foil'd. 
Apart, — an agonizing warlkre fought 
With Nature's stem destroyer* Tidings past 
From couch to couch, — ^how stood the doubtlbl strilb 
'Twixt life and death. They might not lay their hand 
Upon each other's throbbing brow, — or breathe 
The words of comfort, for Disease had set 
A gulf between them. 
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Huk ! what aoimd appall'd 

Tiic suffering hui^b&nii ] 'Tw£u> a mourner's sob 
Beside his bed. 

*^ My Mother will not speak, 
Thetf say Ms deadJ^ 

Art thou the nicsson^er, 
PcK}r boy ! from whom the love that gently sooth'd 
Thy cndle iiioao»— that 'mid thy sposta did tiaee 
The gnat Creator^a name, and on thro' lift 
*Mid all its vvaiideriiigd and adversities 
Would still have clung to thee untir'd, unchaQg'd« 
la Uotted out forever 1 Thoudoettell 
A loaa thou canat not measure. 

She, the friend, 

The Mother, imaged in those daughter's hearts, 
First, deaxest, best-beloved^who joy'd to walk 
The meek companion of a Man of God 
Hath given her hand to lliat Destroyer's grasp 
Who rifleth the clay cottage, — sending forth 
The imnuntal habitant. Feadeas ahe laid 
Earth^a vestments by. 

And thou, whose tenderest trust 
Did strongly rivet on that marble form, 
Whoae confidence in that cold breast was sealed 
So fiMoieaaly and hmg, lift np thy sonl, 
•* She is not here, — but risen." Show the fkith 
Which thou hast preach'd to others, by its power 
In the dark night of trouble. Take the ciob8» 
And fiom thy hrmsed heart poor freaUy ibvth 
The spirit of thy Lord, teaching thy flock 
To learn Jehovah's lessons, — and be stiU* 
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AGRICULTURE. 

The hero hath his fame, 

'Tk hlaxon'd on hit tomb» 
Bat ettCh withholds her glad acclaim, 

And frowns m silent gloom: 
His footsteps on her breast 

Were like the Simoom's blasti 
And Deoth'i dark rmgea atteit 

Where'er the Conqueror past. 

By him her harvests sank, 

Her famish 'd flocks were slain. 
And from the fount where thomndf dnnk 

Ceme gushing Uood like nin ; 
Tor him no requiem-sigh 

From vale or grove shall swell* 
But floweis eanilting lift their eye, 

Where the proud epoiler ftU. 

Look at yon peBceAa bands 

Who guide the glittering share, 
The quiet labor of whose hands 

Both make £arth's hosom ftir. 
For them the lidi peilbme 

IVom ripened fields doth {low, 
They bid Uie desert rose to bloom, 

The wild with plenty gkyw. 

Ah I happier thus to prise 

The hnmUe, mial shades 
And like oar Father in the skies 

Blest Nature's work to aid. 



Xhan ftunine and despair 
Amaag mankind to spread, 

And Earth our iiioLher e cuide to bear 
Down to tbe silent dead. 



DEATH OF BEDA. 

"Though the last illness of this learned and venerable man was 
severe, he spent the evening of his death, in translating the Gospel of 
St. John into the Saxon language. When told bis amanuensis that 
there remained but one more chapter, he urged hun to proceed rapidly, 
saying that he had no time to ios& 

** * Master, there is now but ooe sentence wsnting.' 

" * Haste thee to write iU 
* Master, it is done.* 

" * Thou hast spoken tnith'-^^ is done. Take now my head between 
your hands, and move me, for it pleaaeth me to sit over against the 
place where I was wont to pray, and where now sitting, I would yet 
mvoke the Father.' 

" Being seated according to his desu-e, on the floor of his cell, he 
said, ' Glory be to tli > Fnther, and to the Son, and to the Holy CMiost.' 
And, pronouncing the iast word, he expired." 

NOBTBVMBRIAV 1)166X68 fkcMf btew 

Aroimd a cloistered pile, 
And Tyne, high-swoln with vernal rainsi 

Was manmirmg near the while ; 
And there, within his stodioai oellt 

The man of mighty mind, 
His cowled and venerable brow 

With aickaees palei zedined* 

Yet still, to give God's word a votcet 

To bless the British Isles* 
He labored, while inspiring (kith 

Sustained the toU with smiles ; 
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Still o'er the loved disdjde'ii page 

His fervent apiift Imofft 
Kegfudleii though the grasp of pain 

Each shuddering nerve unstrung. 

Speed on !" Then flew the writer's pen 
With grief and fear perpiext» 

For Death's erne footstep neiier drew 
Wifh each receding text. 

The promptincT breath more faintly came— 
** Speed on 1*— his form I see— 
Hiftt awful meaBenger of God, 
Wbo knay not stay for me«" 

^MtMtr, Hit done.** Then speakeet well, 

Life with thy lines kept pace"^ — 
They bare him to the place of prayer« 

The deatlkidew on lua &ce ; 
And there^ while o*er the gasping breast 

The last keen torture stole, 
With the high watch-word of the skies. 

Went forth that sainted sool. 



MlSSlOiXS TO AFRICA. 

Oh Afric ! famed in story, 

The nurse of Egy^Va might, 
A ttuii is en thy gl«H7| 

And quenched thine ancient light 
Stem Carthage made the pinion 

Of Rome's strong eagle cower. 
Bat hnef was her dominion. 

And lost heir tiace dip powor. 

And thou, the itricken Jiearted, .. 
The scorned of eveiy land, 

The diadem departed 

Dost atietch thy iiattered hand ; 
How long shall misery wring theCv 

And none arise to saveY 

'And every billow bring tiiee 
Sad tidings from the iiave I 

Is not thy night of weepmg, 

Thy time of darkness o'er 1 
If not Heaven^s justice keeping 

Its vi^l round thy shore ? 
I see a watch-light burning 

High <Mi thy.nuNmtam tower. 
To guide thy sons retaining 

lu Freedom's glorious power. 

Tliy pyramids aspiring", 
Unceasing wonder claim, 

And still the woild admiring 
Demands their bonder's name ; 
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But move enduiiiig glozy 
Shall fettle on his head 

Who blebt Salvation's story 
Shall o'er thy desert apread. 



THE ORDINATION. 

Uptotfay naater'a work! to thoo art awom 

To do His bidding, till the hand of Death 
Strike off thine annour.~Not among the gandea, 
And pomps and ptoaomeB of thia fleeting mild 
la thy vocation.— -Thy de^ yow deniea 
To hoard its gold, — or truckle for its smile. 
Or bind its blood-stained laurel on thy broWf— 
^AnoUer field ia thine.— Thd aool !— The aod I-*- 
Thatiathy pitmneer^thatniyBterioas thing, 
Which hath no limit from the walls of sense. 
No chill from hoary Time, — ^with pale decay 
No MowBhipr-.4iQt shall atand fiirth unchanged 
UnaeoichM amid the leamreetiCMi Area, 
To bear its boundless lot of <TOod or lU, 
And thou dost take authority to aid 
This pilgiim-esaence to a throne in Heaven 
Among the gloriona harpers, and the ranks 
Of radiant serapliim and cherubim, 
Thy business is with that whicli cannot die,—- 
Whose subtle thought the untravel'd univerae 
Spans on swift wing, ftom slnmberingf ages sweeps 
Their buried treasures, scans the vault of Heayen, 
Weighing its orbs of light, and pointing out 
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Their trackless pathway through the blue ezpaoaey 
Foiia the red comet ia ita flaming speed, 
Andaim* to lead the ieontoof it! God* 
<— Yet thoii a aon-of day, ait privilef^d 

To make thy Saviour's image brighter still, 
^ In thia majestic soul. . 

CHve CMtheffoim 
That thou art counted worthy,— and lay down 

Thy lip in dust. — Bethink thee of its loss,^ 

For He whose sighs on Oiivet, whose pangs 

On Calvaiy , beat apeak its prieeleaa worth 

Saith that it may be 2(Mf . ShoaM it ain on 

Till Lhe last hour of grace and peuitence 

Is meted out, ah ! what would it avail 

Though the whole wofld with all its pcnnp and power 

And plumagOt weie its ownt what weie ita gain 

When the brief hour-j^lass of this life shall ftiil 

And leave remorse, no grave*— despair, no hope T 

—^l]p9 hbw thy tmmpet sound the loud alann 

To those who sleep in Zioo.»Boldly warn 

To 'scape their condenmation, o'er whose head 

Age after age of misery hath roii'd 

Who from their prieoii-houae look up and eee 

Heaven's golden gate«— and to its watchmen cry 

** What of the night V* while the dread answer falls 

With fearful echo down the uofathom'd depths : 

Should one of these lost souls 

Amid its tosstngs utter forth thy name, 
As one who might have pluck'd it Itom the pit, 
Thou Man of God i would theie not be a bunt 
Of team in Heaven? 
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Oil ! li\ e the life of prayer 
The life of faiUi in the meek Son of God 
The life of tirelfiw kbor for iffi 
So may the aagel of the Covairant bring 
Thee to thy home in blissi with many a gem 
To glow forever in thy Master's crown. 

THE CHRISTIAN GOING HOME. 

Occasioned by tiie words of a dying ftiend,— ** before morning I 
shall be at home/' 

Hons! Home! its gkmoiie tfareshliold 

Through parted clouds I see, 
Those mansions by a Saviour bought* 

Where I have long'd to be^ 
And lo ! a bright imnaniber'd hoet 

Overspread the heavenly plain, 
Not one is silent — every harp 

Doth Bwell the adoring strain. 

Fain would my soul be pzaising 
Amid that Bualeaa throng. 

Fain would my voice be raising 

Their everlasting song,— 
Haikl Hark! they bid me hasten 

To leave the ftintuig day. 
Friends ! bear ye not the welcome somdl 
Arise, and come away." 

Before the dawn of morning 

These lower skies shall light, 
I shall have joined their oompaiqr 

Above this realm of nicrht. 
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Give thaakB, my moiirmiig dear ozies» 

Thanka to the Eternal King, 
Who crowna my soul with victory 

Aiid plucks from Death his sting. 



FRIENDSHIP WITH THE DEAD. 

En of the Dead ! thy aacied beam 
Is with met wheieeoe'er I 

As moonlight tints the mirror'd stream. 
With Heaven's reflected smile of love. 

I stood amid thy kindred band, 
Explor'd thy haunts of classic thoughtf 

And in thy treaaur'd casket acann'd 
The polish'd gems by Grenius wrought ; 

And stillf thy 1n«alh ethereal fbiin'd 

In that blest home, affection's flame, 
Wliile strongly from the better land^ 
Thy pure, unearthly promptiDga came. 

The Hving ejfe on ooie may gane» 
The warm lip poor tlie wealth of mindf 

Brow beam on brow conf^onial rays. 
And hand in hand be flnnly join'd» 

But nearer, though unseen may flit 
The hovering seraph's wing eerene^ 

And soul to aoul be closer knit 
Even with this veil of flesh between. 
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Eye of the dead ! with guardian ray 
, Like star atmd the «ich of lughtt 

StOl deign to guide my pilgrinopway 

To realms of uncreated light. 



DEATH OF THE E£V. GORDON HALL. 

TsE healer dioope^-^no mm his skitt 

fifay ease the suflSerer's moanr— 
The hand that sooth'd another's pangi 

Sinks powerless 'neath its own ; 
The Teacher dies ; — he came to jilant 

Deep in & heathen aoilt 
The genn ev^lastrng lift* ^ 

He faints amid the toil. 

There was a vision of the Sea, 

That pain'd his dying strife, 
Why stole that vision o'er his soul^ 

Thus 'mid the wreck of life? 
A ibrm, hy holiest love endear'd 

There rode the billowy cxestf 
And tenderly his pallid boys 

Weie folded to her hreast* 

Then rose the long remembered scenes 

Of his far, native bovvers, 
The white-spir'd church, the mother's hynuif 

And boyhood's dostenng flowen» 
And Btrong^ that cocmtry of his heart» 

The green and ,o-loriou3 West, 
^har'd in the parting throb of love 
Tliat shook the dying bieast. 
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Brief waa the thought, the dreain« the paogt 

For high Devotkm caiae^ 
And hfooght 1&6 floar^f BpeecUm joy > 

And wiDgM the prayer of flamet 
And stamp'd upon the marble face 

Heaven's smfle sexenely aweet» 
And bade the icy, quivering lip 

The praise of God repeat. 

Strange, olive brows with tears were wet, 

As a lone grave was made, 
And tbeie» 'mid Asia's arid sands 

Salvation's benld laid. 
But bright that shroudless clay shall burst 

From its uncoffin'd bed, 
When the Archangel's awM tnunp 
. Convenes the righteous dead. 



IMPRISONMENT FOR DEBT. 

Why do ye tear 

Yon lingering tenant from his humble home 1 
His children chng about him, and his wife 
Regardless of the wintery 8tonn» doth stand 
Watchiiig his last, fiur Ibotsteps with a gaae 
Of speechless misery. What is his crime 1 
The niurderer'a steel in headlong passion rais' 
Or the zed flame, in stealthy malice tooch'd 
To some nnguarded roof 1 Ah na» ye say 
His crime is poverty. 

Disease, perchance^ 
Hath paralyzed his amit or advene sides 
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Withheld bis harvest, or the thousand ills 

That thiODg the hard lot of the 00110 of toi^ 

Drank op hia 0pirit. Ye<iiideed may bold 

His form incarcerate, but will that repair 

The trespass on your purse ? To take away 

The mBom cflabotf yet leqohre the^ruttt 

Savotelih* methinka, of Fhaiaoh'a policy . 

Doth Themis sanction what the code of Christ 

Condemns ? Hoio readest thouV Are there, who deem 

The 0iiialle0t* portba of their dxQOoy geld ^ 

Fidl counterpoise ftr Hberty and heilth» 

And God's free air, and home's sweet charitieal 

'Mid the gay circle round their evening fire 

Sit they in luxury, while warbled song. 

And goeatt and wine-cap speed the ^ytng houiii 

Unmindfbl of the prison'd one who droops 

Within his close barr'd ceU, or of the storm 

That hoarsely round his distant dwelling sweeps. 

Where she who in a lowly bed hath kid 

Her ftmishM babes, kneels shivering at their aide, 

Mingling the tear-gush with her lonely prayer 1 

— Revenge may draw a subsidy from pain. 

Wringing stem asny from wQinan*0 woe^ 

And inftney's distress; but is it well 

For souls that hasten to a dread account 

Of motive and of deed at Heaven's high bar, 

♦ Among the facts embodied in the deeply interesting Reports of 
the " Prison Discipline Society," it is related that in the'city of Balii- 
more alone, during the year 1829, seven hundred and twelve persons 
suffered imprisonment for debts under the sum of twenty dollars ; that 
in Philadelphia, during a period of fifteen months, five hundred and 
eighty-four were imprisoned for sums lower than five dollars, and that 
one man for a debt of two caUs, lay in priwn thirty-twi day«. 
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From tbis daik vestige of a baifaanoiit ife> 

Sons of tlio Gosijel's everiafiting light ! 
Nor let a broUier of jour own bJest dime 
Bear'd in your very gate8» putioipant 
Of fnedom and nhation'fl blitliright, find 
Less favor thau the heathen. 

It would seem 
TkU man who for the fleeting Iweatli he diawi 
Is ftill a debtor and hath nought to pay, 
lie, who to cancel countlesB sins expects 
Unbounded clemency, 'twould seem that ha 
Might to hie feDowaiian be pitiftd, 
And ahow that mercy whioh faimaalf hi#m. 



SABBATH EVENING IN THE COUNTK^T. 

fcRMttd Iff & Flotim* 

I've seen upon the City's bound 

The Sahbath Evenii^ doae, 
' Bat thoagfatfeea tiomiga with varied aound 

DiytLirbM its blest repose ; 
I've mark'd it o'er the rural scene 
Uofold its atainlesB wiog aeiene 

While hnah'd to oonoord sweet, 
Breeze, grove, and dell and stream c^mbin'd 
To sooth that silence of the mind 

Which woQS the Fteadete* 
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I fltood beaide a lowly dome 

Where peace and love abode, 
And ft^rant round that cottage home 

The breath of Summer Jovr'd, 
Freeh flowrets through the casonent peer'd, 
The rieeping dog no harshness fbar*d 

His master's feet beside, 
While he, ia true coatentment blotC, 
With every aozkms thought at rest, 

The gathering twilight eyed. 

She too, his friend from yonth to ag9 
The deareat and the best, 

Gave to his ear that sacred page 

On wiiich their hope did rest, 
The aiding glass wag o'er her eye^ 
And from her cheek the roseate die 

Of bff^hter years did part, 
But her calm brow that beauty spake 
Which Time more exquisite doth make. 

The beanty c^the heart. 

Fast by her side, with blooming ftce 

Her gentle daughter rose^ 
Nurtured in all the simple grace 

Which pious care bestows ; 
Maiden ! thou hear'st that word whose power 
Can give thee for thy trial-Jiom* 

Strength when the heart doth bow. 

Peace, tho' the stricken bosom bleeds. 
Eternal life, when earth recedes, 
Oh I oatoh its spirit BOW. 



54 MAS. 6i«0UANSY'6 FOSMa. 

As a fond Mother's evening kifis 
Doth lull her weary child, 

Sind Natue poiir'd & imUe of Umi 
AnNmd the landscftpe mild. 

But though in love to all she spoke, 
Though her soft tones in music broke^ 

Like balm her Ineeses sUdei 
Yet ndhing seem'd of joy to tall 

So pure, a8 in that lowly cell 
The Sabbath of the Soul, 



**Kmp thy heart with all diligenoe."-HKiAg Sdoinoii* 

IW Ml JIbu. 

*Tis said that hearts have allnima. On their page 
Strong Mexopry writeth with a diamond pen. 
And Hope and Fancy throw their pencil tints. 
And Love hb bright cfeationa. It were rash 

To trust such tablet to the careless hand, 

For Vanity's inscription. Blot or stain 

Were ibarfbl therci aince paiunng Penitence 

Moat with her bitter waters cleanae it out. 

—The deep impressions on those mystic leaves 

l^ossess mysterious power. Back they recall 

F^om time's dim sepulchxe lost Fiiendihip's smites 

Bid GrieTs long-slmnbering tides sufibse the eye 

Or wake the cold pulse to tlio tlirill of joy. 

— Guard thy heart's Album, Of its slightest trace 

Who knoweth the full import 1 It may help 

To ftahimi niotive» and to cdor &to i 

Nor canst thou tell how strong a thread it weaves 
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Into the web of daathless destiny ( 

Titt at that Bdemn audit thou dost ftand 

Whete deed and tfaoi^t ihaiQ fiad tMr peiftct weight, 

And just reward. 

AUSTAKEN GRIEF. 

**Tliei» the wicked eeaae froon ttooblmg, and dm the weary 
an at xetL"— Jeb. 

W« mourn for those who toil^ 

The wietch who ploughs the mauiy 
The (daveb who hopeless tills the soil 

Beneaiih the stripe and chain ; 
For those who in the world's Imrd race, 

Overwearied and unhlest^ 
A hoit of gliding phantoms ebAse, 

Why moom those who ttfit t 

We moom fat thoee who «m, 

Bound in the tempter's enare, 
Whom syren pleasure beckoneth in 

. To prisons of despair^-— 
Whose hearts hy whirlwind passions tom 

Are wreck 'd on folly's shore, 
But why in anguish should we mourn 

For these who tm no nuret 

We moom for those who weep. 
Whom stem afflictions bend. 

Despairing o'er the lowly sleep 
Of lover or of £aend, 

a 
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But they who Jordan's gweiliiig tide 

No mofe ate caU'd to 8tem» 
Whoee tears the band of God hfldi dried, 

Whif sluniU m mourn far them? • 



THE DEAF, DUMB AND BLIND GIRL OF THE 
AMERICAN ASYLUM AT HARTFORDt CON. 

Sn— while her mute companions share 
Thoee joya which ne'er await the blind* 

A moral night of deep despair 

Descendingi wraps her lonely mind* 

Yet deem not, though so dark her path 
Heaven atrew'd no comfort o*er her lot, 

Or in ber bitter cnp of wialh 
The healing drop of bahn forgot. 

No! still with unambitioQB mind 

The needle's patient task to ply, 
At the flill board her place to Md» 

Or doae in sleep the placid egs^ 



And rove wheie autumn's bounty ^wa» 

With touch flo exquisitely true 
That vision stands aatonish'd by* 

To reco^ze with ardor due 

m 

^me triend or benefactor nigh,— 



With Order's undbtrasive charnr 

Her simple wardrobe to dispose, 
To press of guiding care the arm, 
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Her hand *mid childhood's curls to place, 
From ffagrant buds the breath to gtealt 

Of BtnngQP^foest the brow to tnee^ 
Ale pleamnes left fixr her to feeL 

And often o^er 'her hour of thought 

Will buret a lautrh of wildest glee, 
. Ab if the living gems she caught 
On wit's ftntastio diapeiyt 

Ae if at kngth, relenting fikiee 
. In pity to her doom severe. 

Had bade a niimic morning rise, 

The chaos oi the soul to cheer. 

Bat who^ with energy divinob 
May tread that undiscovered maze, 

Where Nature m her curtain'd shrine 
The strange and new-bom thought sorveys 

Where quick perception shrinics to find 
On eye and ear the envious seal» 

And wild ideas throng the mind. 
That palsied speech must ne'er reveal ; 

Where IriBtuict, like a robber bold, 
Steals severed Imks from Reason's chain. 

And leaping o'er her barrier cold, 
IVocfaums the proud precaution vain. 

Say, who sliall with magician's wand 

That elemental mass composoy 
Where yomig affections slmnber fond 

Like germs nnwak'd ^nid wintry snows I 



Who, in that undecypher'd scroU* 
Tbeniyitie dMitcteia may 8ee» 
Sftve He wlio fetdi ieewt eoult 

Aiid holiU of life and death the key ? 

Then, on thy midnight journey roam, 

Poor wandering child of layless gioom» 
And to thy lut and numr hooM^ 
' Ihop gently fkom this living tomb. 

Yefr-Hmmterpieled and drear. 

Toil onward with benighted mind, 
Still kneel at prayers thou can'st not hear. 
And grope te truth thoa may*al not find. 

No acioll of fHen^Uupy or of lov8» 
Must breatho aoft lan^^uri^ o^er thy hearty 

JN'or tlial blutit Book which guides above, 
Its message to thy soul impart. 

But ThoUt who didst on Calvaiy die, 

Flowa not thy mercy wide and fteel 
Thou, who didst rend of Beath the tie 

Is Nature's seal too strong for thee ? 

And Tiiou, Oh Spirit pure I whose rest 
la with the lowly contrite tiain^, 

Slume the temple of her breast. 
And deanse of latent ill the stam, 

That she, who^ pilgrimage below. 

Was night that never hoped a morn. 
That undeolining day may know 

' Which of eternity is born. 



The gieat tniiiitkm*who can teU ! 
When tnm the ear its aeal shall pait. 

Where countless lyres seraphic awell, 
And holy transport thrills the heart ; 

When the chain'd tongue, forbid to pour 
The broken melodies of time^ 
. BUI to the highest numbers soar 
Of everlasting praise sublime ; 

When those veil'd orbs, which ne'er might trace 

The features of their kindred clay, 
Shall scan of Deity, the ikce, 

And glow with rapture's deatUeas ray. 

r 

THE COMMUNION. 

.^"Mastarl it is good to be hero.*'— Mark ix. & 

Test kneh them side by side ; the hoary man 

Whose memoiy was nn age, and she whose cheek 
Gleam'diike that velvet, which the young moss-rose 
Puts hlnshing forth, from its scarce sever'd sheath. 
Theie was the sage^-^whose eye of science spans 

4 

The comet in his path of fire, — and she 
Whose household duty was her sole delight. 
And highest study. On the chancel clasp'd. 
In meek devotion, were those bounteous hands 
That scatter tiiousands at the call of Christ, 
And his, whose labor wins the scanty bread 
For Ids young children. There the man of might 

8* 



On bended knee, fast by his verrant's side, 
bought the same Mafiteii — brethren in the flutht 
And feUow-pUgtims. 

yon wrinkled brow 

Where care and grief for many a year have trac'd 
Alternate furrows, — ^near that ruby lip, 
Which but the honey and the dew of love 
Have nmirieh'd. And for eachp eternal health 
Descendeth here. 

Look ! Look ! as yon deep veil 
Is swept aside^ what an o'erwhdnuiig pafs 
INsease hath written with its pen of pais. 
Ab, gfentle sister, thou art hasting where 
No treacherous hectic plants its funeral rose : 
Drink thou the wine*cap of thy risen Lotdt 
And it shaU nerve ffaee tot thy toilsome path 
Through the dark valley of the shade of death. 
— 'Tis o'er. A holy silence reigns around. 
The organ slumbers. The sweett sdemn voice 
Of him who dealt the sod its heavenly fiwd 
Turns inward, like e wearied senfinei, 
Pillowing on thought proibund. 

Then evoy head 
Bows down in paitmg wonMp^ mote and deep^ 
The whisper of the seul. And who may tell 
In that brief, silent space, how many a hope 
Is bom that hath a life beyond the tomb. 
— 49o hear as« Father ! in our voicelesi piayert 
That at thy better banquet, all may meet. 
And take the cup of bliss, and thirst no more. 
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NAPOLEON'S EPITAPH- 

'*The moon of St. Helena shone out, and there we aaw the face 
of Napoleon's sepulchre, charaderUea^ uninacribedJ* 

And who MR write Mieepiiaj^f tlioiimaii 
Of mystery and might. 

Shall orphan hands 
iDBcribe it with tfaeii fathen' brolcen swoids t 
' Or the wann trickling of the widows' teut 

Channel it slowly *mid the rugged rock, • 
As the keen torture of the water-drop 
Doth wear the aentenc'd braia ? 

Shan eounteB ghoBto 
Arise Hades, and in lurid flame 
With shadowy finger trace thine effigy. 
Who sent them to their audit nnawneal'd» 
And with bat that brief apace for ahrift or prayer» 
Given at the cannon's mouth 1 

Thou who did'st six 
Like eagle on the ^lez of the globe» 
And hear the miimrar of its conquered tribea* 
As chirp the weak-voic'd nations of the grass, 
Why art thou sepulchred in yon far Isle, 
Yon little speck, which scarce the mariner 
Deacries mid ocean a foami Thoa who didat hew 
A pathway for thy host above the eload, 
Guiding their footsteps o'er the fVost-work crown 
Of the thron'd Alpa^— why doet thou aleep unmaik'dy 
Even by anch alight memenlo aa the hind 
Carvea on his own coarse tomb-stone ? 
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Who pooled thee incense, as Olympkn Jove^ 

And breath'd thy thunders on the betfle fidd, 
Retunit and rear thy monument. Those forma 
O'er the wide TBlliee of xed filaqg^ spreadt 

Ttm pole to tropie, and tarn n>ne to sonei 

Heed not thy clarion caU. But ehenld they riae^ 

As in the vision that the prophet saw, 

And each dry bone its aever'd Mow find* 

Piling their pillai'd dnat, as ent they gave 

Their souls for thee, the wondering stars might deem 

A second tipie the puny pride of man 

Did cieep by stealth upon its Babel staiia. 

To dwen with them. But here mivept thou art, 

Like a dead lion in his thicket-lair, 

With neither living man, nor spirit condemu'd, 

To write thine epitaph. 

Invoke the climes, 
Who serv'd as playthings in thy desperate game. 
Of mad ambition, or their treasures strew'd 
Till meagre fiimine on their vitals prey'd. 
To pay thy reckoning* 

France! who gave so flee 
Thy lifb-stream to his cup of wine, and saw 
That purple vintage shed o*er half the earth, 
WrUe ihefint luie, ^ thou hast bUtod to tfoirt. 
Thou too, whose pride did deck dead Cesar^s tomb, 
And chant high requiem o'er the tyrant baud 
Who had their birth with thee, lend us thine arts 
Of sculpture and of chuBsic eloquence 
To grace his obsequies, at whose dark frown 
Thine ancient spirit quaii'd j and to the list 
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Of mutUated kings, who g'leau'd their meat 
'Neath AgSLg*B table^ oc^ the name of Rome. 
-~Tiim AiMtiia i inm-biow'd and stem of heoitt 
And on hu moniimeiit, to whom thoa gav^it 
In anger, battle, and in craft a bride, 
Grave AusterlUZf and iiercely turn away. 
— Aa the rein'd war-horse anuflb the trampet-blaat. 
Rouse FniMia 6!oiii her tnuiee with Jena'i namot 
And bid her witness to that fame which soars 
O'er him of Macedon, and ahamea the vaunt 
Of Scajidinavia'a madman* 

From the shades 

Of lelter'd Oh Grermany ! come forth 
With pen of fire, and from thy troubled scroll 
Such as thou spicad'at at Leipaic* gather tints 
Of deeper chaimeter than bold lomanee 
Hath ever iinag'd m her wildest dream. 
Or history trusted to her sibyl-Ieaves. 
^Hail, lotas crown'd 1 in thy gxoen ofaiidhood M« 
By Bttl^neck'd Pharaoh, and the shepherd kings. 

Hast thoQ no talc of him who drench'd thy sajidts 
At Jafia and Aboukir I when the fiight 
Of rushing souls went np so strange and strong 
To the accusing^ Spuit ! 

Glorious Isle ! 
Whose thrice enwreathed chain, Promethean iike 
Did bind him to the fttal rock, we ask 
Thy deep memento ibr this maiMe tomb. 
— ^Ho ! fur-clad Russia ! with thy spear of ftost, 
Or witli thy winter-mocking Cossack's lance. 
Stir the oold memories of thy vengeful biain. 
And give the last line of our epitaph. 
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— But there was silence : for no sceptred hand 
Receiv'd the challenge. 

From the miaty deep 
Rise, Island-spirits ! like those sisters three. 
Who spin and cut the treoibling thread of life ; 
Rise on your conl pedestals, and write 
That eulogy which haughtier dimes deny. 
Ck>me, for ye lulled him in your matron arms, 
And cheer'd his exile with the name of king, 
And spread that cortainM cooch which none disturb ; 
Come, twine some tiait of household tendenieas 
Some tender leaflet, nurs'd with Nature's tears 
Around this urn. But Corsica, who xock'd 
His cradle at Ajacio^ tom'd away, 
And tiny Elba, in the Tuscan wave 
Threw her slight annal with the haste of fear, 
And rude Helena sick at heart, and grey 
'Neath the Pacific's smiting, bade the moon 
With silent finger, point the traveler^B gaxe 
To an anhoaov^d tomb. 

Then Earth arose. 
That blind, old Empress, on her crumbling throne. 
And to the echoed question, " whoshaU write 
Napokon*s epitaph V* as <me who broods 
O'er unforgiven injuries, answer'd, none J* 
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THE FRIENDS OF MAN. 

The young babe sat on its mother's knee« 
Shaking' its eonX and beUs with glee. 
When Hope drew near with a seraph smile 

To kis« the lips that had brealh'd no guile 
Nor spoke the words of sorrow : 
Its little sister brought a flower» 
And Hope rtill ling-ering nigh 
With sunny tress and sparkling eye 
Whispered of one in a brighter bower 
It ndf^ plack for itself to-morrow. 

The boy came in from the wlntiy anowt 
And mos'd by the parlor-fire, 

But ere the evening- lamps did glow, 
A stranger came, and bending low 
Kiss'd his fair and mddy brow ; 
What is that in yonr hand V* she said : 
•* My New-Ycar*s Gift, with its covers red.** 
Bring hither the book, my boy, and seOt 
The magic spell of Memory, 
That page hath gold, and a way 111 find 
To lock it safe in your docile mind ; 
For books have honey, the sages say, 
That ii sweet to the taste» when the hair is grey." 

The youth, at midnight sought his bed, 

But ere he dosM his eyes, 
Two forms drew near with gentle tread. 

In meek and saintiy guise, 
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One struck a lyre of wondroue poweTf 

With thhiiiDg amac firtngiitv 
That chun'd the flying smnmer homv 

And charni'd the listener*8 thougiit; 
For still would its tender cadence be 
**FoQowinel Follow me! 
And every mom m nnfle shall bring, 

Afi BwetiL as tlie merry lay I sing." 

Siie ceati-dj and with a seriouii an 
The other made lepljy 
^ Shall he not also be my care? 
May not I hk {deastnee ahaiel 

Sister I Sister ! tell me why 1 
Need Memory e'er with hope contend ? 
Doth not the virtuouB soul, stiU find in both a fiiend!'* 

The youth beheld the etiilb, 

And eagerly replied. 
Come, both, and be ray guide, 
And gUd the path of life 
80 he gave' to each a trusting kiss» 
And laid him down» and his dream waa bliss. 

The man came forth to run his race, 

And ever when the morning light 
Rous'd him ftom the trance of night. 

When singing from her nest» 
The lark went up with dewy breast, 
Hope by his pillow stood with angel grace. 
And as a mother cheers her son. 
She gilded his daily harness on. 
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And when the star of eve, from weaiy care» 

Bade him to his home repair. 
And by the heartfa^fllona when his joys wm bonif 
The cridDCt wound its tiny boniy 
Sober memory spread her board 

With knowledge richly stor'd, 
And fupp'd with binii and like a guaidian blees^d 
HxB nightly rest, 

^le dd man Bat in hk eUxiw-chairy 

His locks were thin and grey, 
Memory, that faith^l friend was there» 
And he in qaemlous tone did say, 

Hast tbon not lost, with careless key. 
Something that I have entrusted to thee V* 

Her pausing answer was sad and low, 

" It may be so ! It may be so ! 
The lock of my casket is worn and weak, 
And Time with a plunderer's eye doth seek ; 
Scmiething I miss, but I cannot say 
What it is, he hath stolen away. 
For only tinsel and trifles spread 
Over the altered path we tread ; 
But the gems thou didst give me when life was new, 
Here they are, all told and true, 
Diamonds and rubies of changeless hue." 

But while in grave debate, 
MoomiU, and ill at ease they sate, 
Tiding treasures disarranged. 
Blaming the iickie world, tho' they themselves were changed, 

9 
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Hope on a Imoyanl wing did mr, 
Wiiicli iblded nndemeath her robe die wora^ 

And spread its rainbow pluinos with new delight, 
Aod jeoparded iu strength in a bold, heavenw ward flight* 

The dying lay on his couch of pain, 
And hie eoul went forth to the angel-tnin, 

Tet when Heaven's gate its golden bars nndiew« 
Memory walked that portal through, 
And spread her tablet to the Judge's eye* 

Heightening with dear lesponse the welcome of the sky : 

But at that threshhold high 
Hope fanlterM with a drooping eye, 

And as the expiring Rose, 
Doth in its last adieu its sweetest breath disclose. 
Lay down to die* 

Ae a spent harp its symphony doth roUt 

Faintly her parting sigh 
Breatli'd to a glorious form that stood serenely by, 

" Earth's pilgrim I resign, 
I cheered him to his grave, I bVd hinif he was nune» 
Christ hadi redeemed his sonly 
Immortal jpy I 'im tiiine." 
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THE FLOW££S OF SPRING. 

To • flfeir Frimd. 

Friend I around whose couch of paint 
Fond Hope lingeieth not in yain, 
Thou, whom strong and samtly prayer 
Still impiofetli Heaven to spare, 
Tliou hast watch'd our wild retreatSt 
Thou hast priz'd our simple sweets* 
Long our voiceless lore hast known, 
Libteu to OLii wkibper*d tone, 

Come back to us I 

Love, with warmth that ever gIow8» 
Speaketh through our lipe of loie. 
Mendship, to our dewy sighs 

Triiista iier hoarded memories, 
Gratitude, with Penury pale, 
Hastmg to our nadve vale^ 
Bade us fervent, for their uikBt 

Plead, aiid no denial take, 

Come back to us. 

Tardy SpriDg hath held us long,' 
Fiom thy bowers of light and song* 
Now on vine, and shrub, and tree. 

See ! we bloorn to welcome thee, 
For thy tastefbl eye we pine, 
Wilt thou teach us where to twine? 
Nesting birds with tenderest fay, 

Swell tiieii ciiorufi, as we say 

Come back to us. 

71G91B 
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Take our message to thy bfeiat» 

I.ct us oil thy pillow rest. 
From blest clime, and seraph 6ong» 
We will not detmin thee longt 
For Earth'i most inratncted diy 
Like our blossom fleets away, 
Friend to us, and Nature's smile, 
Only for a little while 

Come back to iMk 



DEATH OF MRS. HARRIET W. L. WINSLOW, 

MISSIONARY TO CEYLON. 

Thy name hath power like mag^ic. Back it brings 
The earliest pictures liung in Memory's halls, 
Tinting them fteshly o*er : — ^the ragged clif^ 
The towering trees, the wintry walk to sdux^t 
The pae^e so often conn'd, the needle's task 
Achiev'd with weariness, the hour of sport 
Well eam'd and dearly pna'dp the sparkling brook 
Making its slight cascade, the darker rush 
Of the pent river thro' its rocky pass, 
Our violet-gatherings 'mid the vernal hanks. 
When onr young hearts did ope their chiystal gates 
To every simple joy, 

1 little dccm'd 
'Mid ail that gay and gentle fellowship 
That Asia's sun would beam upon thy grm^ 
Tho* even then* from thy dai^ serious eye 
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Time w«8 a glancing fortli of glorioua thought, 

That scorn d earth's vanities. I saw thee stand 

With but a few brief summers o'er thy head* 

And in the conseciated coorts of God 

Confess tiiy Saviour's name. And they who mark'd 

The deep devotion and the high resolve 

Of that young half-blown bud, did wondering ask 

What its ftdi Uoom must be. But now thy couch 

Is with thine inftnt tiaiUt where the sad voice 

Of tliG poor Ceylon mother tcllt^ her cliild 
Of all thy prayers and labors. Yes, thy rest 
Is in the bosom of that firagrant isle 
Where heathen man wfthhvish nature strivesi 
To blot the lesson she would teach of God. 
Thy pensive sisters pause upon thy tomb 
To^catch the spirit tliat did bear thee through 
AB tribulation, tiD thy lobes wete whiter 
To join the angelic train. And so farewell. 
My childliood's playmate, and my sainted friendt 
Whose bright example^ not without rebuke 
Admonishethtthat home and ease and wealth 
And native land, are well exchanged for Heaven. 
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ESTABLISHMENT OF A FEMALE COLLEGE IN 
NEW-GRENABA, SOUTH AMERICA. 

Ym hm done weU, my brethren* Thus to cast 

The balm of healing at the fbantam's head 

Was wisely done. For on the thousand streams 

That mnimiir freshly round yoor hallowed homes 

Its blessedness shaU flow. Well have ye scanned 

With philosophic eye, their latent worth, 

Who in the weakness of a tender frame, 

And shrinking consclousnesa of ill, might seem 

Of utfle import. Yet those fragile forms. 

Now trembling in their bcaLity and their fear, 

Shall kindle with new energies : high hope 

And martyr-like endoranee, and deep strength 

To toil untired, to soffer and be stillt 

And all those rli uiJdcss sympathies that spring" 

Up from a motiier's love. These shall be theirs; 

And what yon trost to them of mCTtal weal^y 

Knowledge, or vutue, or the troth of God, 

Shall blossom romad the cradle of your sons, 

And bear rich harvest in your country's fame. 

Realms there have been, which, like your own did rend 

A despot's shackles fVom their giant-breast, 

And rush to freedom. But the baneiUl breath 

Of ignorance, or luxury, or sin, 

Swept o'er them as a sirocb, and they sank 

Amid the waste of ages. They, perchance, 

Did look on woman as a wortliless thing, 

A cloistered gem, a briefly-fiiding flower, 

Bemembering not that she had kingly power 
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O'er the young floui. Tbej deemed not that those linee. 
Graved so indelibly, that 1^ the stomui 

And water-floods of Time erase them not, 
Which even stern Death peruses when he seals 
The BcioU of life up for the judgment-hart 

Were from a moAet^s jmcil. 

Ye have judged, 

That 'mid a oation's elementSt her hand 
Hight cast a healthful leaven, and her lip, 
Even from the mouldering pOlow of the grave. 
Reach with its dove-like, heaven-tauglit eloquence, 
A race unborn. According to your faith 
Be your reward. Alid may the glorious voice 
Of liberty, from Andes* cloud-wreathed crown. 
Through every region whence your rivers hoard 
Their ocean tribute, go with godlike streiigth. 
Wakening new nations to Jehovah's praise. 



LADY ROSSE. 

Benefactions were sent from England, by this benevolent lady, to 
aid in the erection of Chapels in the destitate villages of Ohio. 

Lady, thy name is with the green-rob'd West, 
Where bold Ohio drinks his tribute-streams, 
Where unshorn forests rear the cloud-wrapt crestj 

And the New World hke her of Eden seems 
To muse of Heaven, with sweet majestic air ; 

Lady I thy name is there. 
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A iaeied ecbo stin yon nwe^ck'd wildt 
The hoaiy-headed laborer bows bis kneoy 

While from glad mother, and from lisping" child 

Flows forth the holy song m accents free^ 
The high ocison crowns the accordant lay» 

Lady ! for thee they pray. 

To be remembered by the sacred spire, 

Pointing the weary to a iionic of rest, 
By the deep orgun, and the hynming choir, 

Cherish'dy when Earth lies heavy on the breast. 
Is better than with haughty state to bide. 

In marble's sculj^ur'd pride. 

Lady, — thy gifts were to the famish'd soul. 
For whose eternal weal the Saviour died ; 

And when the wave of boondless bliss shall roll 
O^er the meek bosoms of the punfied* 

When from earth's dust, the spirit's wing is fieoi 

He shall remember thee. 
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TH£ PHOLAS. 

It is a fact familiar to Com.liologists, that ih ) i^onu8 Pholas. ' os- 
seeses the property of plios])horescence. ii hu« been asserted, ihat 
this may be restoredi even when the animal is in a dried atate^ by die 
application Of water i but is eztinguiahed by the least quantity of 
brandy. 

Frail thing ! on ocean's pity throwii« 

Protected by no parent's care, 
Slow softener of the rugged stone, 

To scoop a henniUmansion there,* 
Say^wert thou bom 'mid coral caves 

Where pearly gems their lustre shed ? 
Or where the pensile sea-weed waves 

Like cypress o*er the unbuiied dead I 

Or didst thou fold thine armour white 
In tenor at the tempest's roar ? 

Or calmly shed a brilliant liglit 

'Neatii mum o'ersiiadowing madrepore? 
Ah ! would that man were prompt to leam 

The lesson thou art prone to teach, 
Wise, ftom thy dark testaceous urn, 

And tioi^uent, tho' void ol speech. 

Tiiou warnVt hitn lhat the ethereal mind, 

That spark of Heaven's enkindled lay, 
By genial Temperance refin'd, 

Still brightens toward the perfect day ; 

* The Pholns hns the power of perforating wood nnd stone, and 
thus secunnj; iiseif a safe and secret abode. Hnirc the propriety of 
its name, derived from the Greek ^wAivu, ssigniiymg to hide or 
remain eonceaUtL 
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But if, debas'd by gross desire, 
It plunges in the poifionous bowif 

That flame most sicken and ezpiie» 
And leave tlie day without a mqL 

Slow months of toil in caverns cold, 

Thy labyrinthine home prepare, 
But man, to whirlwind passion aoldt 

Makes homeless those who trust his care^ 
From crime to crime, in downward stage, 

By foul Intemperance darkly driven, 
He forfeits with demoniac zage, 

The peace of Earth and hope of Heaven. 



DEATH OF A YOUNG WIFE. 

Why is the green earth hroken 1 Yon tall giast 

Which 111 Its ri])eiiess woo'd the mower's hand, 
And the wild rose, whose young buds faintly bloom'd, 
Why are their roots uptom 1 Why swella a inomd 
Of new-made turf among them ? 

Ask of him 
Who in his lonely chamber weeps so long 
At morning's dawn and evening's pensive hour, 
Whose bosom's planted hopes might scarcely boast 
More firmness, than yoii riven flower of grass. 
Yet hath not Memory stores \v lie re on to feed. 
When Joy's young harvest fails as clings the bee 
To the sweet calyx of some smitten flower I 
— Still is romf rnl) ranee, — grief. The tender smile 
Of young, confiding Love, its winning tones, 
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lis sclf-dnvotion, its delight to seek 
Another's good, its mimstiy to sooth 
The hour of paint come o'er the hermit heaxt 
To claim its bittereat tear. 

But that meek Faith, 
Which aii tiislruBliul of" ita jjoiiest deeds 
So atroDgly daap'd a Saviour's feet^ when Death 
BMDg the cnish'd heartFatrings like a broken haip^ 
That Hope which ahed its seraph-beDison 
Oil aii wlio wept around, that smile wlucli left 
Ueayen's stainless sembhmce on the breathless daji 
These are the tokens to the soul bereav'd, 
To gild itself invincibly, and seek 
A deathicss luiion wilii liiu purled bride. 



CHRISTIAN HOPE. 

' If ye then be risen with Christ, seek those things that arc from 
abov^p, where Christ silteth at the right hand of God. Set your nfl'cc- 
tions on things above; for ye ore dead, and your lUe is iiid wiiii Christ 
in caod.''— St Panl. 

If with tiie Lord your iiope doth restt 

With Christ who reigns above, 
Looae firom its bonds your captive breast, 

And iieavenward poiul its love. 

Yes, heaven w; I rd. Ye're of holy birth, 

Bid your aiiiicUons soar 
Above the vain delights of Earth 
Which fading* bloom no more. 
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Seek ye flome pure and thofiileBB met 

►Some friend with changeless eye 1 
Some fount whence living water flowB } 
QOf Beek those things on high. 

Thither bid Hope a pilgrim go, 
And Fdith her mansion reary 

Even while amid tins world of woe 
Ye ebed the stranger's tear. 

If Folly tempts or Sin allures, 

Be deed to all their ait, 
So shall eternal life be 3ronrB 

When timers brief yeara depart. 



QUEEN ELIZABETH AND THE COUNTESS OF 

NOTTINGHAM. 

Death stood beneath a lordly dome 

As pitiless and dread, 
As when within some cottage>home 

He smites the peasant's head : 
Hasie I Call the Queen !" a hollow tone 

Of fainting anguish cried/ 
And she who sat on England's throne 

Came to the suflferer's side. 

The dying Countess stro^ in vain 

Her last, request to speak, 
Till tears of woe with dews of pain 
Blent on her ashen cheek : 



Digitized by 



MBS. BKiOraBKY's POSII0* 

At length her quivering Iiand uncio^'d, 

And lo 1 a ring was ihoi6| 
Of lare and ntdiant gems oompoaVj^ 

Sach as a king might weax. 

^H^f for whose hand thia ring was meet, 

/ dare not name his name 
Once bade me Jay it at your fy^ 

To spare the scaffold's shame; 
Bat I— and be my sin reveal'd. 

And my rejientancc keeflf 
In bitter hate the pled^ coaoeal'd^ 

Oh pardon ! gradous Queen V* 

What might that jewel'd toy restore 

Within the royal heart ? 
Did buried love revive once mqie 

In that convulsive start I 
But none may scan her spirit's frame 

As Uiat fond gift she view'd. 
While back iier idol JQssex fro g 

From his dark grave of Uood 1 

Again that noble ferm appeared 

In homage at her feet, 
Again his manly voice she heard 

In murmur'd flattery sweet ; 
His warm lips press the fttal ringi 

Bright tears suffuse his eye. 
Broke blie the promise of a king J 

And M ti^/avorite die $ 

Down, Fancy down ! her cheek is pale f 
Her haughty soul doth quake^ 

10 
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The horrors of thy scenery veil. 

The fearful torpor break, 
That aeems along her biow to atealt 

Bntlo! with andden atriftf 

In aQ its rash, ungovem'd zeal 
Bire Anger sprang to life. 

Revenge, amazement and remorse 
Each waning thought distrest, 

And eveiy heart-atnng's lehd finroe 
Made conflict m her breast ; 

Fierce passions o'er her features spread 

As with a frantic grasp 
She shock the dtfing in her M 

Even at the latest gasp. 

With flashing eyes and tottering knees 

She shriek'd in accents shrill 
•* God may forgive you, if he please 

But no! Iveverwim* 
Convulsion like a Uighting frost 

Upon the sufferer lell, 
And with one groan the wretched ghost 

Bade its blanch'd coipse ftiewelL 

Yet scaice ft ftw more suns serene 
O'er the piond palace 8ped» 

When lo ! high Tudor's haughty Queen 
Was with the crownless dead^ 

Yes! the implacable did stand 
Befi»e that Judge in Heaven 

Who gave the great, the dread command 
« Forgive I and be forgiven.'* 
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THE LOST SISTER. 

They walv'd mo from my sleep, I knew not whyt 
And bade me haste where a pale midnight lamp 
Gleum'd from an inner dumber* Thero ehe lny* 
With livid blow who yesteimom breathed finrtb 
Tliiougli joyous smiles her suporflux of blisa 
Into the hearts of others. By her side 
Her hoaiy sire, with ffpeechless honor gas'd 
Upon the stricken idd, all dismayed 
BencatL liis God's rebuke. And she wlio nurs'd 
That fair young creature at her gentle breast, 
And oft those sunny locks had deck'd with buds 
Of rose and jasminet shnddering wip'd the dews 
Which death distils. 

Tlie sufferer just had given 
Her long fiurewell, and for the last, last tune 
Press'd with cold lips his cheek who led so late 
Her footsteps to the altar, and reoeiv'd 
In the deep transport of an ardent heart 
Her vow of love. And she had softly pressed 
That golden circlet with her bloodless hand 
Upon his fingert which he kneeling gave 
On the bright, bridal mom. So, there slie lay 
In calm endurancQi like the smitten lamb 
Wounded in floweiy pastures* &m whose breut 
The dreaded bitterness of death had past 
—But a faiiit wail disturb'd the silent scene, 
And in its nurse's arms, a new-born babe 
Was home in atter helpleBBneas aloiigt 
Before that dying eye. 
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Its gathered film 
Kindled one momeat, wiih a sudden glow 
Of toailesB agony«— and fearful pangs 
Baclring the rigid ftatore^ toM hovr strong 
A mother's love doth root itself. One cry 
Of bitter anguish, blent with fervent prayer 
Went up to Heaven, ' md aa its cadence aanliy 
Her spirit entered tliere* 

Mom after mom 
Rose and retir*d^yet atill aa in a dream 
I seemM to move. The certainty of loss 
FeU not 4U once upon me. Then I wept 
As weep the sisterless. For tlioii fled 
My only, my belov'd, — my aoiiittd one, 
Twin of my spirit I and my nnmber'd days 
Must wear the sahle of that midnight hoar 
Winch rent tlice from me. 



DEATH OF A WIFE DURING THE ABSENCE OF 

HER HUSBAND. 

The Man of God, from di:siant toil 

To his sweet home drew nighf 
And kindling expectation rose 

With brightnew to his eyor-* 
Cut She, the sharer oi hid joy, 

The solace of his caroy^ 
Whose smile of welcome, woke his sool 

To xaptnr^i was not there. 
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He entered and Ids darling boys 

Came gathering to his side,— 
Teara glitt^d on tbeir cheeks of zoie^ 

Why were thoee teen tmdiy'd % 
And one a blranger to its siie,— 

Anew bora babe was there,— 
Its feeble wailing pierced liie ear,*- 

Where wts its mother l^where 

They told himr-uid he haated down 

To that oblivious cell, — 
From whence no tenant o'c r returned 

Among mankiiid to dwell«— 
And there, the gloiy of his honsey 

A lifelefls ndn lay,^ 
And bowing down in bitter woe 

He kiss*d the unaDswering claj. 

But had not Faith and Hope been theie» 
Whose strong, uispiring breath 

Had borne that parted fhend above 

The agony of death ; — 
Bad they not stood divinely near 
. To yield a sure relief^— 
What else coald hold the soul unwreck'd 

Amid tiiat tide of grief I 
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THE SEA BOY. 
« Uf the rniin top>mast»— lio 1^ 

The storm was loudf 
And the deep midnight muffled up her head* 
Le&vlng no ray. By the red binnacle 
I saw the sea-boy. His young cheek was pale, 
And his lip trembled. But he dared not liear 
That hoarse command repeated. So he sprang. 
With slender foot* amid the slippery shrouds* 

He, ofl, hy moonUght-watch, had lured my ear 
With cvcrlastinfr stories of his home 
And of his mother. His fair brow told tales 
Of household kisses, and of gentle hands 
That bound it when it ached^ and laid it down 
Oii ilie oofl pillow, with a cuilai iung care. 
And he had sometimes spoken of the cheer 
That waited him, when uMiied ftom his school^ 
At winter's eve, he came. T%ien he woidd pause 
For his high-beating bosom threw a chain 
O'er ills proud lip, or else it would have sighed 
A deep remorse for leaving such a home. 
And he would haste away, and pace the deck 
More rapidly, as if to hide from me 
The gushing tear. I marked the inward strife 
Unquestioning, save by a silent prayer, 
That the tear wrong so bitterly, might woik 
The sea-boy's good and wash away all trace 
Of disobedience. Now, the same big tear 
Hung like a pearl upon iiim, as he climbed 
And grappled to the mast. I watched his Unit 
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With ttrnnge fbreboding, till he seemed a speck 

Upon the ebon bosom of the cloud. 
And I remembered that he ouce bad said, 
**JfBar I shall not see my home again:^' 
And sad the memory of those mooniful words, 

Dwelt with me, as bo passed above my sight 
Into thick darkness* 

The wild Uast swept ODt 
The Strang ship tossed. 

Shuddering", I hcanl a plunge 
A heavy plunge — a gurgling- *mid the wave. 
I shouted to the Giew. In vain i Invaini 
The ship held mi her way. And never more 
ShftD that poor, delicate sea-boy raise his head 
To do the bidding of those roughened men, 
Whose home is on the sea. And never more 
May his fond mother strain him to her breast* 
Weeping that hardship thos should bronxe the brow 
To her so beautiful — nor the kind sire 
Make glad, by his forgiveness, the rash youth 
Who wandered fhun his home, to throw the wealth 
Of his warm fbelings on the fiuthless sea. 
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CHRISTMAS HYMN 

Thot7, who once an infant stranger 
Honor-d this auspicious uiorn, 

Thou, who in Judca's majQger» 
Wert this day of woman bom ; 

Thou, whom wondering sages offer'd 
Costly gifts, and incense sweety 

Take oar homage^ humbly proier'df 
Gxatefbl kneeliii^ at thy feet : 

Thou whose path, a star of glory 

Gladly hasted to revea]. 
Herald of salvation's stoiy* 

Touch oar hearts with equal seal ; 

Tliou, at whose approach was given 
Welcome from the angels' lyre^ 

Tea^ our souls that song of HeaveDk 
Ere we join their toneM choir* 
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*'€to thy way to liiis tSmet when I have t eofwmUnt leuoiii I will 

call Ibr thee."— ^Aeta. 

Alons be saty and wept.«~Tbat very niglit 

The ambassador of God, with earnest zeal 
Of eloquence had wam'd him to repenti— 
And like the Roman at Druedlla'a aide 
Hearing the truth, he trembled. — Conscience wiougbti 
And sin allur'd. The stninrrrlo shook him sore. 
The dim lamp wanM, the hour of midnight toii'd ; 
Prayer Bought for entrances — ^bnt the heart had dos'd 
its diamond valve. He threw bim on bia concb. 
Arid bade tlie spirit of his God depart, 
— But there was war witliin him, and he eigh'd 
*« Depart not utteriy, thou Blessed One ! 
Betum when 3rOQtb is past, and make my soiil 
Forever thine." With kindliiiir brow he trod 
The haunts of pleasure, while the viors voice 
And Beauty's smile his fluttering pulses woke* 
To Love be kneh, and on bis brow she hung 
ficr freshest mjnrtle-wrcath. For g-olcl lie sought. 
And winged Wealth indulged him, — till the world 
Prononnc'd bim happy. Manhood's vigorous prune 
Swell'd to its climax, and bis busy da3r8 
And restless nights swept like a title away. 
When lo I— a message from the Crucihed, 

Look unto me^ and live." But Care bad struck 
Deep root around bim,— and its countless shoots 
Still strikinor earthward like the Indian tree 
Barr'd outt with woven shades, the eye of Heaven. * 
"-•Twice wam'dt he ponder'd >-then impatient spake 
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Of wcarmcss, and haste, and wnnt of time* 

And duty to his children, and besought 

A longer epaee to do the woik of Heaven. 

— 4iod spake again, when Age had shediti amm 

Upon his temples, and his weary hand 

Siii aMk from gold-gathering. But the rigid chain 

Of Habit bound him, and he still impkxr'd 

A wort CQWD&uBnt susohl 

" See, — my step 
Is firm and free, my uuquench'd eye delights 
To view thie pleasant wcnrldg— and life with me 
]fl&7 last for many years. In the ca3m hour 
Of lingering sickness, I can better fit 
For long £tenuty." 

—Disease came cm, 

And Reason fled. The maniac strove with Death, 
And grappled like a fiend, with siineks and cries* 
Till darkness smote his eye-balls and thick ice 
Settled axoond his heart-strings* The poor day 
Lay vanquish'd and distorted. But the soul. 
The soul whose prmnis'd season never came 
To hearken to its Maker's wiU, had gcme 
To weigh His sofieiance with its own abase 
And bide the audit. 
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A DREAM. 

Loud howl'd the stonn of Winter'a ire 
As pensive by my evemng fire^ 
Thoaght, long mvoiT'd In reverie deep» 
Sank wearied in the arms of sleep. 
— Methought a rushing wing swept by» 
And hoaiy Tune fainuBelf stood nigh 
Who scythe and hour.^lass casting dofwOf 
And smiling' thro' a wrinkled frown, 
A tube displayed, whose power sublime 

Could bring before the eye 
Fast agesy and remotest climef 

With graphic iinagery. 
Some distant land I sought to see 

When the last century shone* 
Ere the blest Gospel's ministiy 

On mission-wings had flown : 
And through that tube my glance he led 
Where northern seas their limits spread* 
Where the rough ice-bcrg shocks the pole. 
And wintry midnight chains the soul. 
There in a subterranean cell 

Her watch a Greenland mother kept. 
And while the lamp's fkint radiance fell, 

Over her dying infant wept. 
But when beneath the snowy mound 
Its narrowi noteless grave was fimnd. 
Wild were her shrieks of woe severe, 
No voice finmi Heaveui her pangs to cheer. 



•^Wbere llie led tropic fiercely bomM 

To dark-biowM Afric next we lurn'd, 
But she, to nameless miseries left, 
Despia'df— degraded, cnish'd, bereft» 
Beheld the slave-sfaip'e tlvelew 
And heard her fetterM ollspring wail. 
With g'aze forever on tiie main, 
Waich'd for their hop'd vetuniy tit wm; 
Night told to luf ht her deepleee care, 
And ages mock'd her lix'd despair. 
While her loud anguish woke the wavet 
LiTOkiiig gods that could not save. 
— Wheie Ganges roils his vnakaf^i^ 
Or gliUcring Hoogly's waters glide* 
With lip comprest, aiid stifled groan 
The Fakir hardens into stoDCb 

While throngs exultii^ erf » 
And pilgrims' bones are heedless slasvB 

Beneath a torrid sky. 
What means yon reeking, reddening pile? 
And whence that widow's maddett'd snnki 
As towards the mart yr-oooch die goe% 
Regardless of her children's woes. 
Away ! — I would not longer gaze 
On barbarous SuperstitioR's mass. 
— TVme diang'd his gkssy and bode 
The deeds of heaven-born Charity, 
When iir'd with zeal her heralds found 
The farthest globe's benighted bound* 
Andlo! upon the fiost-boond sbom 

Of sun-forsaken Labrador, 

The heaven-ward sfuis, the sacred songt 
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Tlie PMor and his Ikrtening throng, 

With Christian hope and love supplied 
The gifts that rigorous Earth d«ued« 
And ftom the ekutie cMnMt behold I 
The dead of Modem wrath had loll'd 
Yet no proud Jay of Attic lore 
Nor bacchanal with maddening mar 

Peal'd fiom that mamy eoeety 
But inlhnt voices lisping came 
Of knowledge, and a Saviour's name» 
Wmmng for Greece a higher fiune 

Than heathen annals boast. 
Tboa too^ Oh Afrie ! imdismay'd, 
Reclining 'neath thy palm-trees' shade, 
Dost mark with rapture's thrilling tide, 
Enfinnchis'd thousands seek thy aide^ 
With filial hsnd thy teaiB to dfy 
And found an empire for the sky. 
— Sad Zion ! doth thy footstep stray 
Far from thy temple-shrine away } 
Sweel is the hieath of Sharon's 
In limpid silver Siloah flows. 
And Henri on woos the scented air, 
Where art thou, blinded exile 1 where? 
Betani, thou homeless and oppiest» 
And *^ih Messiah's sceptre rest 
On waken'd India's sultry shore, 
The Suttee's dame aspires no more, 
And idol-ear, and thundering gong 
And haughty priest, and pagan throng 
Recede, as darknees fades away 
Before the morning's golden ray. 
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Bmiiiali's dew-beainiiikM kmI 

liow blest the luborer'is arduous toil ; 

'Mid danger's blast their seed was sown* . 

The harveeUflniitB aie God*0 «kMie : 

Preflfl on* film buid t the martyr's sigh 

On fields like these, is victory. 

— 'Mid China's vale, serenely bold, 

Their W9j Salvation's heialds hold* 

While miUioiui pale with pemnry^i «trifh» 

Hear woDdering of the bread of life. 

Broad Ocean's isles in loud acclaim 

Extol the blest Redeemer's name, 

And Earth with coimtless tongoee doth poor 

The echoing praise from shore to shore. 

^Tinu: ])ois'd his wing, as if for flight, 

But of my native land a sight* 

With patriot ardor I befloughty 

And toward the west, his tnhe he brought 

I look'd, and skies, and vales, and str^'arns 

Were bright with nature's glohous beams* 

And from each hamit came sweUiog bjr 

The shout of boasted liberty ; 

Yet other sounds were on the gale. 

Of Afnc'fi sons, the bitter wail, 

The scouige, the chain* the bitter tear 

Of slaveiy's bt» wto do O^y ftm/ 

— sought the red-brow'd race, who boia 

Dumiiiiori o'er this aiicieut shore. 

But lofty king, and chieftain grave* 

Had vaniah'd like the created wave; 

Where are those warriors brave and ftee t 

Thu iioiirsu tomb auswer'd ^^her€ wUh tuc.** 
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Time saw their hearth-stones cold aiid void» 
Tiieir ancient sepulchres destroyed, 
Eesom'd his scythe^ in anger dreadf 
And broke my wcbi at lie fled. 



ON HEADING THE MEMOiRS OF MRS. JUDSON. 

I SAW her on the strand. Beside her smil'd 
Her lend of biitht and her beloved homBt 
With all their pageantiy of tint and shades 
Streamlet and vale. 

There stood her childhood's fripnde, 
Sweet aiatenit who her inmost thoughts had shared* 
And saintplike parents, whose example rais'd 
Those thoug-hts to Heaven. It was a strong array, 
And the fond heart clung to its rooted loves. 
But Christ had given a panoplyt which Earth 
Might never take away. And so she tom'd 
To boisterous Ocean, and with cheerful step, 
Though moistened eye, forsook the cherish'd clime 
Whose halcyon bowers had rear'd her joyous youth. 
—I looked again. It was a foreign shove. 
The tropic sun had laid his burning" brow 
On twilight's lap, A gorgeous palace caught 
His last red ray. Hoarsely the idol-song 
To Boodhf mingled with the breese that corPd 
Broad Irrawaddy's tide. Why do ye point 
To yon low prison I Who is he that grope«i 
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Amid its darkness, with those fetter'd limbs 1 
Mad Pagans 1 do je thus requite tiifi maa 
Who toik for ywar Mhtlioal 

Seethit fiirai 
Bending in tenderest sympatliy to soothe 
The victim's booow. Tardy mootba pass by* 
And Mi her atlH intrepid at the poat 
Of danger and of diaappointed hope. 
Stern sickness smote her, yet with tireless zeal, 
She bore the hoarded morsel to her love» 
Dar'd the rode arrogance of savage power. 
To plead for hun, and bade hw dimgeon gl0ir» 
With her fair brow, as erst the angel's smile 
Arous'd impriflon'd Peter* when his hande 
Ftom Ibtten loosed, were lifted hi^ in pnuee. 
•^There was another scene, drawn by his hand 
Wiiose icy pencil biotteth out the grace 
And lovelineM of man. The keensat abaft 
Of angniah quiren m that maityr'a breaat* 
Who is about to wash her ^rments white 
In her Redeemer's blood, and glorious rise 
From earthly sorrowa to a clime of leaL 
—Dark Burman faces are aioond hat bed. 
And one pale babe is there, for whom she checks 
The deatli-groan, clasping it in close embracei 
Even till the heart-atrioga bieak. 

Behold, he eomea ! 

The wearied man of God from distant toil. 
His home^ wlule yet a misty speck it seems* 
Hia atiaining eye deteet% bat marka no tan 
Of hia beloved, hasting down the vale^ 

As wout, to meet ixim. 
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BtLjf wbat heathen lip 
In its itnnge accent tdd bmiy fhit on earth 

Nought now remain'd to heal Mb woonded heart* 
Bave that lone famish'd infant 1 Days of care 
Wen meted to him, and long nights of grief 
WeighM out, and then that litll^ wailing one 
Went to her mother's bosom, and slept sweet 
'Neath the cool branches of the Hopia-tree. 
'Twas bitterness to thinii that bird-like voice. 
Which sang sweet hymns to please a ftither's ear, 
Ifost hteath no more* 

This is to be alone ! 
AJLom m Ihu wide worlds 

Yet not without 
A eomfinter. For the tme heart that trusts 

Its ail to Heaven, and sees its treasur'd dungs 
Unfold their hidden wing, and thither soar, 
Doth find itself drawn upward in their flight, 
And poistng higher o'er this vale of tears. 

And gathering bright revealing^ of its home, 
Doth ttom its sorrows weave a robe of praise. 
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TH£ SABBATH. 

The world is ftill of toU ; 

Toil bids the tntveleT mm, 
It binds the Ubcoer to the soil, 

The student to his tome ; 
The beasts of burden sigh, 

O'eriaden aad opiiFest, 
The Sabbftth lifts its banner high, 

And gives the weary rest. 

The world is full of care ; 

The haggard brow iis wrought 
In fanows as of iix'd despair 

And cfaeck'd the heavenward thoifliti 
But with indignant grace 

The Sabbath's chastening tone, 
Drives money-changers from the piace ' 

Which God doth call his own. 

The world is full of giief ; 
Sorrows o'er sorrows rolU 

Even hope that promises relief 
Doth sometimee pierce the soul ; 

But see the Sabbath's bound 
Bears Mercy's holy seal» 

A balm of Gilead for the wound 
That man is weak to heal. 

The world is full of sin ; 
Its tidoi deceptive roUsi 



Digitized by Google 



1S7 



The tmwaiy to ite bueutt to wiD» 

And whelm tniBtalile Book ; 
The Sftbbath*e beaeon teDt 

Of reefj^ and wrecks below, 
And warns, tho' gay the billow swellSi 
Beneath, aie death and woe. 

O gloriowi worid ! where none 
With finitleea labor sigh, 

Where care doth wring no lingering groan, 

And grief no agony ; 
Wheia Sin with fhtal arta 

Hath never forg'd her chains, 

But deep enthron'd in angel-hearts, 
One endleea Sabbath reigns.- 



BUBIAL OF TWO YOUNG SI8TBR8, THE ONLY 

CHILDREN OF THEIR PARENTS. 

Thbt'eb here^ in this tinf-bed—- those tender forms, 
So kindly^ cheiiBhed» and so fondly loved— 

They're here. 

Sweet sisters ! pleasant in their lives, 
And not in death divided. Sure 'tis meet 
That blooming ones sfaoold Imger, and learn 
How quick the transit to the silent tomb. 
I do remember them, their pleasant brows 
So marit'd with pure affections, and the glance 
Of their mild eyesi when in the house of 6od| 
They gatibeied up the manna, that did ihU, 
Like dew, around. 
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The eldest parted fint-* 
And it wu toochiiig eren te (ean» to ne 
The perftct meekness of that child-like seal, 

Turning" 'mid sorrow's chastening to its Grod^ 
And loosening every link of earthly hope^ 
To gird an angel's glorious gannents on. 

The younger lingered yet a little whOe» 
Drooping and beautiful. Strongly the nerve 
Of tbat lone spirit clasped its parent-prop ; 
Yet still in timid tenderness embraced 
The Bock of Ages— while the Saviour's yoice 
Confirmed its trust; " Suffer tiie iiltie ones 
To come to me." 

And then her sister's conch 
Undrew its narrow covering— and those forms, 

Whicii aide by side, on the same cradlu-bcd, 
So often shared the sleep of infancy, 
Were laid on that clay pillowy cheek to cheek 
And hand to hand, until that morning breaky 
Which hath no night. 

And ye are lett alone, 
Who nurtured those fair buds» and often said 
Unto each other* In the hour of car&— 

** These same shall comfort us for all our toiL** 
Yes, ye are left alone. It is not ours 
To heal such wound. Man hath too weak a hand— 
AH he can give» is team. 

But he who took 
Your treasures to his keeping : He hath powev 
To bear you onward to that better landt 
Where none are written childless, and torn hearts 
Blend in a full eternity of bliss. 
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YM VOBIS.* 

« F« VM$,'* je whoM lip doth lave 

So deeply in the ipaiUiBg wine* 
B^gaidless though that paseion-wftTe 

Shut from the soul. Heaven's light divme^ 
^ V<B Vobist" — heed the tmmpet-blaitt 

Fly t— ere the leptotu taint is deep» 
Fly !— ere the hour of hope be past, 

And pitying angels cease to weep. 

V(B Vdbis,** ye who ftiil to read 

The name that eljfineB where'er ye tread» 
The Alpha of our infant creed| 

The Omega of the sainted dead : 
It glows where'er the penciled flowers 

Their tablet to the desert show. 
Where'er the motmtain'e rocky towen 

Frown daridy o'er the vale hebw: 

Where roll the wondioas oihs on high, 

In glorious order, strong and fair, 
In every letter of the sky 

That midnight writes^'tia there I 'tiatherel 
*T]8 grav'd on ocean's wrinkled brow, 

And on the shell that gems its shore, 
And where the solemn forests bow, 
Va Fo&M," ye^ who scorn the lore* 

^Va FoMi^" all who trost in eurtb. 
Who lean on leedf that pieiee the faieait, 

^ ♦ Wo unto yon,** 
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Who toes the bubble^p of mlfthf 
Or gnsp ambition's storm-wreath'd crest: 

Who euiy rise* and late take re8t» 
In llMiiiiioii'a iiiiiie» the caie^wom alave^ 

Who find each phantom-moe nnhleat, 
Yet ahxiDk reluctant firou the grave. 



THE BIBLE GLASS IN THE CONNECTICnT 

STATE PRISON. 

I SAW* them bending" o*cr that holy pa^e, 
Whose breath is immortality* There seemed 
No aadneia on their featom; to their limbs 
No fettenr dung ; and they whose early yean 
Had told dark tales of wretchedness and shame, 
Lifted a cairn, clear eye. 

Amazedf I askedy 
Is this a prison? and ate these the men 
Whom Justice from the world's sweet feilowsMp 
Hath sternly severed T , 

I 

But & voice replied, 
God's spirit hath been here.. Serene it came 

Into the cells where guilt and punishment 
Rivet their chains, making the victim's life 
A hated burden, and his hope despair! 

It came I Rebellion laid his weapons down { 
The ilinty breast grew soft: the ragged brow 
Gave channels for the tear of penitence ; 
And souls, which sin had blotted fic^m their 
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As a foul gangrene, to the Healer turned, 
Bathed* and were whole* 

So now with humble step 
Their penal oourae they measure, giving still 
The day to toiJ, and riieetmg every night, 
In solitude, reflection's chastening glance, 
Which wounds to purify. There^ too, doth glide 
Fair Charity, prompting to deeds divine 
The unaccustomed pupil, while he cons, 
'Mid the deep silence of a lonely bed, 
His Bible lesson ; seeks a deeper root 
For Christian purpose, or anticipates 
Glad Freedom's sacred gift. 

^ Ye whom our God 
ilath held from deep transgression, be not proud ; 
Nor, in the heat of passion, haste to weigh 
A brother's feult. Thu ctcnml Judge himself 
(When by the sin of ingrate Adam moved) 
Came not to Eden till the cool tfday. 
And since that hour, when first the vengeful sword 
Wav*d o'er the forfeit gate of I'aradise, 
Man hath Ijten wayward, weak, and prone to fall 
Beneath temptation's wile, and so must be 
Unto the dooms-day burning. 

Then let his bitterest discipline be mixed 
In Mercy's cup, that so the prison cell 
May vv orJi Iiia soul's salvation ; and the ** law, 
Like schooLonaster" severe^ the truant bring 
To Christ, his advocate and righteousnoM. 
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DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY AT THE RETREAT 

FOA THE INSANE. 
Youth glows upon her blossom'd cheek, 

Glad beftuty in her eye» 
And fond affectione pure and meek 

Her every want supply : 
Why doth her glance bo wildly rove 

Some ftneied foe to find 1 
What dark dregs stir ber cap of km ! 

Go a$k the sickening wMS 

They bear her where with cheering smile 

The hope of healing reigns 
For those whom moibid Fan<^'8 wile 

In tOTtoring bond conatxains; 
Where Mercy spreads an angel-wing 

To do her Father's will, 
And heaTen-instnicted plocka the ating 

From Eartih'e seveieat iU. 

Yet o'er that Biiflferer*B drooping head 

No balm of Gilead stole, ^ 
Diaeas'd Imagination spread 

Dark chaos o'er the soul ; 
But recollected truths snblime 

Still fed Devotion's stream, 
And beings from a sinless clime 

Blent with her broken dream. 

Then came a coffin and a ehroadf 

And many a burating sigh, 
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With thfiekB of laiif hter loo^ and loudf 

From thost} who knew not why ; 
For she, whom Reason's fickle ray 

Oft wilder'd and diatrest'd 
Hnah'd in -unwonted dumber lay« 

A oold and dreamless rest. 

Think ye of Heaven ! how glorious bright 

Will break its vision clear. 
On soda tbat rose from eartUy niglit 

All desolate and drear ; 
So ye who laid that stricken form 

Down to its willing aleepi 
8nateh'd like a flowiet from tbe atomv 

Wssp not 0$ others weep. 



INTRODUCTION TO AN ALBUM. 

Gleaher ! the field's before thee. Many a eheaf 
Whiteneth the groand» which thoa may*st fieeiy take 
Into thy gamer. Frien&hip's clusters bend 

In ruddy ripeness, and the flowers of Love 
Breathe fresh perfume for thcc. Go, ask of Wit 
Hia sparkling diamondf win ftom Fancy's hand 
Her frost-work talisman, fkom Mirth require 
Such garland as- she weaves in Musk 's bower, 
And search for gold m Wisdom's heaven-wrought 
Perehaaoe the hoaiy Sage a gem may giant 
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Of rich experienoey w mw timid cliild 

In tender meekness deck tiiy pencii'd vase. 
And w the Gleaner htm the ftuUiiil fields 
Of Boaz, gathering where the leapen itrew'd, 
Came to her Mother at the close of day 
With welcome store and brightly glowing smile^ 
So hring thy gifts to Memoty'e tieesiiie-ehrine* 



DEATH OF A SON OF THE LATE HONORABLE 

FISHER AMES. 

'TIS o*er. The bolt that rende the sky 

And rives the lordly tree, 
Doth scarcely work so strange a deed 

As Death hath done for thee : 
And so we lay thee in the tomfa^ 

Son of a patriot line, 
Let not miyestic manhood boast 

Who sees a grave like thkie. 

And She is there, that honored itam 

O'er whom thy filial care, 
^ Did shed such hallow 'd charm as made 

Life's lonely winter fair ; 
That mother mourns, whose hand so oft 

Within tliis funeral shade, 
Hath with a meek, unchanging trust 

Her cherish'd idols laid* 
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Wc go the way their steps have trod, 

From love's forsaken bowere : 
Their siinple ahrood, their narrow hoOM, 

Their lowly bed aie om ; 
And in those mansion b of the soul 

Where tear was never shed, 
])oabt not there yet is loom for tt| 

For 00 the SaTioor eiid. 

Oh ooold we cheerfoUy to God 

Yield back the friends he gave. 
Or with such tear as Jesus shed 

Bedew thehr petceful gmvet 
How pure fWim the Befiner'a huid 

The spirit's gold would rise, 
And Faith from transient sorrow gain 

New fitnflflB for the ekiei. 



•>THET SAID SHE WAS ALONE.'' 

Tby Mtd tlbe wa$ olone^— and that she stood 
Andd the corpses of her three fhir babes, 

And by his side who to her hvurt had been 

Lover and comforter for many a year, 

And that he too was dead. Amaa'd I looked 

To see if it were so«— and on his lip 

There was no breath, and in his eye no light. 

— TAsy said she was aUm, And many wept 

In oompany with her. For As had Men 



VTho im their guide to eveilastuig li£s» 
Their oracle in doubt, the friend who poured 

The interceding prayer when death was nigh. 
Or the tomb opened, for its " dust to dust.** 
-^Theif smd$hewaidhiie* But when I tum'd 
To look upon her«— in her bieast theze lay 
A tender bio^ssom of mortality 
New-born and beautiful. Methought the babe 
Did bear the features of its buhedsire» 
And at the moaning of its timid Toiee» 
Or its appealing smile, the lonely heatt 
Rose in its brokenness, and took the joy 
That pays a mother's care. And so I thank'd 
The Father of our Mercies, who doth watch 
Our frames so tenderly, and prop the strength 
Of those he smiteth, and intusc the drops 
Of holy healing in the cup of grief, 
That none may sink beneath his keen rebuke^ 
But walk in patience and in chastened hope 
On to the land which hath no need that pain 
Should be the teacher of its sinless host^ 
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FAREWELL. 

FartweUt it bath a sombre to]ie» 

The lip IB slow to take it. 
It seemeth like the willow's moaa 

When antaiiui windi awake it ; 
it aeemetb like the distant sea 

On sonic lone isiet sigliiiio-, 
And yet thou eay'st it unto mey 
And wait'st 6x my leplying* 

FmtmUi thou ^st from Winter's wiath 
'Mid southern bomis to hide thee» 

May freshest roses deck thy path. 
Yet bring no thorn to chide thee ; 

And may'st thoa find that better iand 
Where no bright dieam is broken, 

No flower shall fkde in beauty's haiid^ 
And no farewell be spoken. 
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ON THE DE ATH OF A LADY AT HAVANA, WHITHER 
SHE W£JNT FOR H£E HJBALTH. 

Y« flay that with a smile she past 
Forth from her hallow'd hower» 

That her dark eye strange brilliance Cast, 

To gild the parting hour ; 
That on her cheek with radiance me 

A kindling flush did bum, 

Ye view*d it as the promise fair 
Of health and glad return. 

In in any a fond aud iheudly breast 

Did parting sorrows stir, 
And many a lip with tremUiog blest 

That lovely voyager ; 
Light sped the white sail o'er the wavet 

And gatherisig to her side, 
True hearts that strove to shield and sarei 

Her every wish supplied. 

And still upon that tossing seSi 

Her idol boy was neart 
And tonefbUy his earoll'd glee 

Fell on a mother's ear ; 
And well his glance its joy exprest 

To watch the sea-bird's ^ht» 
Or trace amid the billow's crest 

The phosphorescent light. 

They souglit that Isle, hy beam aiid bieeze, 
In chaugeif^se beauty drestt 
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Wheie the world-seeking Geooeee" 
Doth find a peaoeAil rest ; 

But there where Winter's tempest gloom 

Hath never dar'd to rolJ, 
Where Nature's flowers profiisely bloom» 

Went down that flower of soul. 

And far within her native west 

Where glorious foliage waves, 
And where in recent verdure drest* 

Are seen her kindred gravesi 
The memory of her cradle-sleep, 

Her childhood's glowing charmst 
Her ripen'd virtues, rich and deep, 

Aflbction's tear embalms* 

Yet let not mourning Love despair. 

Within these smitten shades, 
The cypress wreath hath blossoms Mx 

Of hope that never fkdes ; 
Twas her's to bless the haunts of pun, 

To love the good and wise, 
And lightly chasten'd, rise to gain 

The bUss that never dies* 
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DEATH'S CHOSEN ALLY. 

The shadowy Monarch frou n'd upon liis throne, 
O'erwearied and displeased. — " Behold, my taskf 
Since him of Eden felt a biother'B hatOf 
Down to the brow that Uaaehei ta I apeak. 

Hath known no respite. Would that there were one 
With whom to trust my cares awhile, and snatch 
Onemoment of repose. Hot ye who wait! 
Give notice, that with him most worthy found 
By previous deeds to waste the race of man,. 
The King of Terrors will delight to share 
The gloiy of his kingdom.*' 

Mighty winds 
Swollen op to earthqnake ^dence, and tones 

Of many waters, like wild, warring seas, 
Clamor'd the edict, while the lightning's spear 
Wrote it in flsme on eveiy winged cloud : 
Yea, with such zeal the elements ccnqnr'd 

To publish the decree, methono^ht there lurk'd 
In each, some latent, lingering hope, to win 
The pnmis'd regency. 

The Passions caine» 
ThronM on their stonn-donds, and with varied V€ioe» 

Thundering or eloquent, as best beseem'd 

Their several natures, boasted how to staunch 

Life's countless springs* But to their claims pale Death 

Gave credence cold. 

Next, fleehless Famine rose 
Up like a chamel-ghost, while Pestilence 
Came stalking ouy with quiver ever fiill ; 
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And ever in her ears a mournful Boundf— • 
The weeping of the nAtioiw. 

Loudly afatiek'd 
A maztial tmmp, and on his banner'd car 

War like a sovereign came. UnnumberM spoils 
Were 0trew'd around him, and the blood of men 
Tkfw'd as a ]iver« ^neath his chariot wheels. 
His eagle eye the promis'd honor scanned, 
As an undoubted ri^ht. But still stern Death 
Pondered, and spake not, till, with haughty pride» 
Tb» candidate withdrew, and tremUing Earth 
Shrank at his kindled rage. 

There waij a pause^ 
As if none dare in tliat foil'd champion's steps 
Essay to tread. At length, a bloated fonn 
Mov'd slowly on, with mix'd and maddening bowl 
But ere the footsool of the throne lie press'd, 
Death, with a father's fondness, hasting down, 
Embiacedt and in the seat of empire plac'd. 
Great was the wonder , but none dare gainsay ; 
And with a fearful shout all Nature's foes, 
Diseases, passions, wars and sins, pronounced 
Intemperance their king ; and at his Ibet 
Their boasted, time-cemented trophies east 
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"Is It well wilh the cbildl And the answered, Jt it %teU,"^ 

2 KiDgs iv. 26. 

« li it wdl with the child r— And flM wmro^d.'^'Tu w^f 

But I gaz'd on the mother who spake^ 
For the tremulous tear at it sj^nag fron its eeUL 

Bade a doubt io my bomi «««ke ; 
Aad I maA*i that the bleoM fnm her ftetanehed 

So late in their loveliness rare, 
And the hoe ef the watcher that heads e'er the deadi 

Was gathering in peneivenen there. 

« Is it wen with the chOd And die answered, *Tit wdL*' 

I remember'd its beauty and grace, 
When the tones of its laughter did tunefully swell 

In affection's delighted embrace : 
And thro* their long fringe, as it rose ftom its sleeps 

Its eyes beam'd a rapturous ray, 
And I wonder'd that silence should settle so deep 

O'er the home of a being so gay. 

« Is it well with the child 1' ^d she sdd, ts wMT 
It hath tasted of sickness and pain. 

Of the pang and the groan, and the gasp it might teUf 

It never will suffer sgain. 
In my dreams» as an angeJf it stands by my side^ 

In the garments of glory and love ; 

And I hear itn triad lays to the Saviour who died» 
'Mid the choir of the blessed above. 
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THE BABB BEREAVBD OF ITS MOTHER* 

Faib 10 the tint of bloom. 

That decks thy brow, my child ; * 
And bright thine eye looks forth from sleeps 

Still doqiient and mild ; 
But die» who would have joy*d 

Those opening- charms to see, 
And clasp'd thee in her BhelteriDg arms 
With npHxtte-^vHiere it she f 

To heed thine every want 

The watch of Love is near* 
And all thy feeble plaints are heaid 

With tiynipiithy sincere ; 
Yet she, to whom that care 

Had been meet deeply deart 
Who bare tiiee on her oeaseleoe pn^i, 

mother — la not here. 

Soon will these lipe of roee 

Their new-born speech essay, 
But when thy little hopes and fears 
^ Win forth their lisping way. 
The ear that wodd have 

Their dove-like music best, 
lies monldenng in the lowly bed 

Of death's unbroken rest. 

Babe !— tho' thou may'st not call 

Thy mother from the dead. 
Yet canst thou learn the way she went. 

And m her footsteps tread ; 
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For iore Uiat path will lead 
Up to a g'lorioiiB home, 

"Where liaj^py spirits never part, 
And evil caimot come. 

Her*s was the hope that glows 

Unwavering and serene. 
The chaaten'd spirit's meek repose 

In every changeful scene ; 
Her's was the victor-power 

When mortal anguish came,— 
Quid l^-be thy holy trust thro' life, 

Thy peace in death, the same. 



FUNERAL IN A NEW COLONY^ 

Amn the forest -skirted plain 
A few rude cabins spread, 
And from their doors a humble train 

PiL^sM forth with drooping head ; 
They hifMl tin m to the dead man's home, 

Ixme hearth, and vacant chair. 
Deep 0omw dimmed that lowly dome, 

Yet rose no voice of prayer. 

His widow 'd wife was weeping loud, 

While closely to her breast, 
Affirighted at the unwonted crowd, 

A wondeiing infimt prest, 
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His aged mother bending low 

With poverty and care, 
8eDt ftrtk a fbeUe wbE of «oe^ 

Where was tiie fioothiog prayer T 

They bare him through his cultured land. 

They halted not to weep ; 
That com was planted by his handy 

Who shall its harvest leapl 
On, on, beneath his favorite trees 

That coffined corpse they bear, 
A sighing sound was on the bfeezoy 

But still no voice of prayer. 

Where his own plougli had bfoke the seily 

A narrow grave was made, 
And 'mid the trophies of his toil 

The £niigtant they laid ; 
But none the balm oif HeaTen to shedi 

With priestly power was there, 
No hallowed lip above the dead 

To lift the voice of piayer. 
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DEATH OF THE REV. ALFRED MITCHELL 

One of ins last inquiriet wai^^^'*Am I ao hmt my homtl^ 

So near thy &ome» blest saint 1 Thy Father's house 



Hath many mansiomi, If it wm not ao 

He would have told thee, who hath there prepared 

A place for thee, his servant. Earth's array 
Of charms was strong to tempt thy lingering loye. 
The fond conumniiiiga round thy natiye hearthy 
Where 'mid the honored and the bleat did Uend 
Soul deep with soul, thy own unclouded home, 
Thy answered sympathies, thy haliowM hopes, 
A parent's joya doee duatering round thy heart. 
The flock that gather'd near tfaeoy pleaa'd to leam 
From thy mild eye, and lip benign, the will 
Of the Chief Shepherd, — ties like these were thine* 
—And one there la, who with a widow'd heart 
Through the lone abedowa of llfe'a pilgrim-patb» 
Will follow in thy footsteps, even as thou 
Didst follow Christ. 

Thy pleaaant spot of buth 
la aad without theop and an ancient head 
Circled with years and bleasinga aa a crown 
Bows low with the first pang thou e'er didst cause 
A father's bosom. Ah 1 and there are tean 
Of tender love in many an eye forthee» 
Sackcloth and aahea in the hooae of God. 
'Tis well. Pure spirits should not pass iinmourn'drf 
This earth is poor without them. But a view 
Of better cUmee broke on theoi and thy aoul 
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Rose o'er its stricken tent with outspread wing 
Of ieraph mpliire : for to reach a home 
Where le no roeth»i hope, no va ii deaiie» 
No fihn o^er ftilh^a bright eye, for love no blight. 
Is glorious gam : and io I that home is tlune« 



"DEPART, CHRISTIAN SOUL." 

Depart, depart 1 The silver cord is breaking, 
The sun-ray lades beibre thy darkened sight» « 

The enhde eeaence from the clod ie talcing 
Ifid groani and pangs its everlasting flight ; 

Lingerest thou fearful 1 Christ the grave hath bleat, 
He, in that lowly couch did deign to take his rest. 

Depart ! thy sojourn here hath been in sorrow, 
Team were thy meat along thy thorn-clad path. 

The hope of eve was hut a <donded morroWf 
And sin appall'd thee with thy Maker's wrath, 

Earth gave her lessons in a tempest-voice 

Thy discipline is ended. Chasten'd one^ rejoice S 

Thou wert a stranger here* and all thy troohle 
To hind a wreath upon the brow of pam. 

To boild a bower npon the watery bubble 

Or strike an anchor 'neath its depths, was vain ; 

Depart ! Depart 1 All tears are wiped away, 

Thy seraphpmanhall'd road is toward the reahn of day. 



146 



MAS. SXOOUBNfiV'd F0SM8. 



DEATH OF THE EEV. W. C. WALTON. 

So» fiom the field of labor, thou art gone 
To tl^ lewaidt— 'like iiim who putteth off 
His oular garment^ at the nooiutide hour. 
To take a quiet sleep. Thy zeal hath run 
Its course untiring^ and thy quickened love 
Where'er thy Master pdnted. joj'd to go. 
— Amid thy ftithfiil toUt hui imnnnonB came, 
Warning thee home, — ^^and thou didst loose thy heart 
From thy fbnd flock, and from afiectlon'a bondst 
And fiNMn thy Uened ehildven's wano enibnui^ 
With mifle^ and rage of piaiee. 

Death smote thee sore. 
And plung'd his keen shaft in the quivering nervet 
Making the breath that etiir'd liih'e broken valve^ 
A tortaring- gasp, bat with thy maityrdomy 
Were smiles, and songs of praise. 

And tl^ou didst rise 
Above the pealing of these Sabbath bells 
Up to that glorious and unspotted Chuich, 
Whose wprship is eternal. 

Would that all 
Who love our Lord« might with thy welcome look 
On the last foe, not as a spoiler sent 
To ^vreck their treasures, and to blast their joya, 
But as a friend, who wraps the weary clay 
With earth, its mother, and doth raise the soel 
To that blest consummation, which its prayen 
Unceasingly besought, tho' its blest hopes 
But fidntly shadow'd forth. 
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So, tho' we hear 
Tlij ^ce Oft eBJtHh no mm» the holy hymn 
With which thoo down to Joidan^s shore didst pasi, 

To take thy last, cold baptism, stiii teliall waft 
As from some cloud its echoM sweetness backt 
To teach us of the melody of Heaven. 



«IT IS FINISHED." 

The harp of prophecy was hush'd, 
Strange tones its music drown, 

For angel-choirs to Bethlehem's valea 
With songs of peace came dowtt» 

And Christ to Calvary went forth, 
Weaxing his thorny crown. 

Asunder clave the rifted rocks, 
The quaking Earth did wail* 

Thick darkness came at noon-day up 
The shrinking Sun to veil, 

And from the mouldering chamel-hoose 
Stalk'd forth the tenants pale. 

'ns/nU'd;" cried the Son of Godt 

And yielded up the ghost, 
f**Tis finisk'df'' echoed far and wide 
The bright, celestial coast, 
And Man» the sinner^ abonted high 
Amid the rapsom'd host. 

18* 
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"SHE IS NOT DEAD^ BUT StLEEPMTJL" 

Notdeadt A maiUe seal is prat. 
Where her hngtit glance did ]»it» 

A weight is on the pulseless breast, 

And ice around the heart ; 
No more she wakes with greeting smile. 

Gay Yoicai and haoyant tread, 
But yet ye calmly say the while, 

She sleejtSf she is not dead, 

«» Mourn* St thou for day alone V* Behold * 

A voice from Heaven replied, 
Then be thine anguish unecntiQl'df 

Thy tean a heathen tide ; 
Thine idol was that vestment fair 

Which wraps the spirit free, 
Earth, air and water claim their share. 

Say! which shall comfiirt thee! 

Bat the strong miiid whose Iteaven bom tfaomght 

No earthly chaiii could bind. 
The holy heart divinely fraught 

With love to all mankind, 
The humble soul whose eady tnst 

Was with its God on hi^, 
These were thy Sister^ who in dust 

May sleep^ but cannot dk/*' 
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THE JOURNEY WTPH THE BEAD. 

Thet journey 'neath the mimf^fr sky* 

A iov'd and loving tiainy 
Bat Nature spreacb her genki ebtmB 

To iurc their souls in vain, 
Husband and wife and child are thex6^ 

Warm-hearted, true and kind, 
Yet every kindred lip is seaf d, 

And eveiy head declined. 

Weary and sad, their course is bent 

To seek an ancient dome, 
Where hoepitalily iiath maide 

A long.rememtor'd home; 
And one with mournful care they bring 

Whose footstep erst was gay 
Amid theee halls ; ivhf dOamOmum 

In somw's daik amy f 

Here teSL a sainted gnmdsire's prayer 

Upon her infant rest, 
And with the love of ripen'd yean 

The cheiish'd haunt was blest ; 
Here was tiie taSsman that bade 

Her heart's blood sparkle liigh. 
Why steals no flush across her cheek I 

No lightning to her qraf 

Th^ bear her to the house of God| 

But though that haUow'd s])ot 
Is fill'd with prayer from lips she lov'd 
Her voice xespondsth nMi 
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She heedeth not, she heedeth not, 

She, who from early days 
Had jojr'd within that lioly CJunch 

To aweU Jehorth's piaifle. 

Then onwaid towaid a mmw cell 

They tread the grass-grown track 
From whence the unreturning guest 

Doth aond no tidinga back ; 
There deeps tlie gimndsif e hl^ and htm 

In freedom's battles tried,* 
With him whose banner waa the croas 

Of Jeaiia cnicified* 

Down by those hoary chieft she kid 
Her youngf unftosted head, 

To rise iio iiiore, until the voice 

Of Jeaua wakes the dead, 
Fioin her own deart domestic hovei^ 

From deep, confiding love, 
From earth's unshaded smilei she tum'd 

To purer bUaa above. 



PBISONEBS' EVENING HYMN. 

Writtan ibr the Femalaa in the Connaclicut State Pxiaon. 

Thi silent curtains of the night 

Each lonely cell eurroimd, 
(Sod'a dwelling is in perfect light, 

His amy hath no bound* 

a Gkimal Pntnitt* 
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Still on the sinful and the vile 
His daily bounties fall, 

StiU eoniM tfae 8im with eheerM snUe 
Dbpenaing good to all. 

Tlie way «f wickedness is hard, 

Its bitter fruits we knoW| 
Shame in this woild 10 its leward. 

And in the fbtme, woe. 

Oh Thoo! who see'st us while we pay 

The penance of our guilt, 
Cast not our souls condeom'd away, 
Chnst's blood fiir ns was spilt. 

Deep root within a heait snbduad 
May true repentance take, 

And be ita fruits a life renew'^ 
For the Redeemer's sake. 

Uplift our spirits from the ^und, 

Give to our darkness, light, 
Oh Thou ! whose mercies have no bound. 

Preserve us sale this night. 



THE HUGUENOT PASTOR. 

0iiiiDg tiie pflrteeatbtt of the Hiigveiiota m Fnnea^ loon . 

revocation of the edict of Nantz, one of their ministers, possessed of 
great learning and piety, having witnessed the demolition of his own 
Churdi at Montpeuer, was induced by the solicitations of hu people^ 
10 pnacfa 10 them in the night, upon in nuns. For this oAm^ ha 
wit eondemned to he hrokefi on the wheeL 

Behold him on the ruins, — not of fanes 
With ivy oaantled, which the touch of time 
Hnth fllowly cmmbledr-but amid the wreck 
Of hki own temple, hy infbrinite hands 
In shapeless masses, and rude fragments strown 
Wide o^er the trampled turf. Serene he stoody 
A paleb nd heantj on his yonthftd hiowi 

eyes nprak'd, as if hie stricken soul 
Fled from material things. Where was the spire 
That solemn through those chestnut trees look'd forth ? 
The tower, the arch« the altar whence he hless'd 
A kneeling throng 1 the font where infitncj 
Raifi'd in his arms to God was consecrate, 
An incense-breathmg bud 1 Not on such themes 
XWd his fond thoughts to dwell, but firm in faith 
He lifted up his Tdoe, and spake of Heeven 
Where desolations come not. 

Midnight hung 
Dreary and dense aroond, and the lone lamp 
That o'er his BiUe streamed, hung tiemubus 
Beneath the fitful gale. 

There, resting deep 
Upon the planted stafi^ were aged men, 
The gtm*§ white tokens in their scattered hair, 
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And ycndSM Ibrmi, with gase intensely fix'd 

On their beloved Pastor, as he taught 

Of Chiiat their nghteousneii^ whUe hen and thm 

A gnmp of moumuig motiim ftom wbow aime 

Tlidr babes by penecntion's rage were torn 

Blent with their listeningr, the low 8ob of gxief* 

Close by their fathers' knee8» young childxen opwer'df 

And in each ochdng fiiotatep Ibai^d a fee, 

—It was a time of trouble, and the flock 

Came hungering for that heavenly bread which givet 

Strength to the heavy-laden. 'Twaa a scene 

That France nugbt well hare wept with teaxB of blood 

But in the madness of a dire disease 

She slew her faithful sonsi and uig^d the sword 

*Gainat her own vitala* 

Lol the dawn is out, 
WiUi her g^rey banner, and the partmg flock 
Seek their own homes, praising the Hand that speief 
Their fiiithful Shepherd* Silent evening wakea ' 
Fur diflbrent orgies. Yonder mangled ibnn 
Sinking ^leath murderous ftuy, can yc trace 
Its lineaments of beauty, 'mid the wreck 
Of angoish and distortion? Son of God! 
Is this % messenger* whose voice so late 
Tbiffl*d with an angel's sweetness, as it pour'd 
Thy blessing on the people 1 

Yet, be stilly 
And breathe no bitter thought above his dost, 
Who served the Prince of Peace. The spirit of love 
Did make that lifeless breast its tempi e-shrmet 
Ofiend it not. But raise with tender hand 
Those hioodi«tain'd cuiJs» and shed the pitying tear. 
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•^That maible lip no more can bless its fb68» 
But firom the rack of martyrdom, the sool 
Hath nten IB ladkiioeb o'er tho fltDft of nH^ 



HOMB MISSIONS. 

TuBir thee to thine own hioad watmy 
Labor in thy native earth. 

Call salvation's sons and daug-htere 
From Uie dime that gave thee biith* 

Here are pilgrim-souls benightedt 

Here are evile to be ahiini 
Graces in thdr buddings bligfatedf 

Spirits bouud ill error's chain. 

Raise the Gospel's glorious streamer 
Where yon cloud-topp'd Ibrest waves», 

Follower of the meek Redeemer 
Serve him 'mid tfajr^^heiB' gtmk. 



«THIS IS NOT YOUE REST.'' 

Whih Heaven'Bimerring^peadlwntesyoneveiypilgnm^ bceasfty 
Its ] asspctt to Time's changeAd shore, 2o, Hm it not your resf,** 

Why build ye towers, ye fleeting ouesl why bowers oi fragrance 
rear ! 

As if <be ielf-deedvii^ eoid mIgJil find ite fiden 
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inmLUi! In vain! wild atoniii wiU ike tad o'er your ftbrice 
eweem 

Yet when loud thunders wake the wave, and deep replies to deep, 
When in your path, Hope's broken prisouy doth shed its parting 

Bpmg up and fix your leaifUI eye on imdecHning day. 

If like an tee-bolt to the heatt, ftail Fdendahip^s altered eye 

Admits tliese rosy wreaths ar(^ tlcad, it promised could not die, 

lift, lift to an Eternal Friend, the agonizing prayer, 

The aoola that pot their tmat in Him, ahall never knofar deepair. 

If Eancy,8he who bide yoong Thought, ita fteaheat incense bring, 
By stem reality rebuked, ahould fold her stricken wing, 

There is a brighter, broader realm than she hath yet reveal'd. 
From flesh-girt num's exploring eyei and anxious ear concealed. 

JElarthii Death's palace: to his court be summons great and small. 
The crown'd, the homelesa and thealave^ are hat hia miniona all ; 
We tom ns shrinking ftom the tmth, the cloae pnnnit we fly, 
But fiuiltering on the grave's dark brink, do lay us down and die. 



ON THE UNION OF LADIES OP GREAT BRITAIN, 
WITH THOSE OF AMERICA, IN PLANS OF BENE- 
VOLBNCS FOR AFRICA. 

It ia not leaat of all thy pnuae^ 
Fair lale I so long renownM in atory, 

Nor faintest 'mid the 2:ather'd rays 
That fonn thy coronet of gloiyt 

14 
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That clasping tlnw a draglitei'fl handf 

Her earnest guitlanci' foruily hoe din?, 
Thou tura'flt thee toward that trampled land 
'Neath many a poisan'd mem Ueediiig* 

And wherefoie tum'st tboat — ^To lestoie 
The ancient boast of Nile'e dark hflloir ^ 

Which cradled Science calmly bore 
T.ike Moses on his reed-twin *d pillow 1 

To bid stem Cheop'a moontain-height 
Aspbfe, while vassal realms are weeping ? 

Or rouse agnin the Imritvl unght 
Of Carthage» 'mid iier ashes sleeping ? 

Ah no.^ — To dry the burning tear, 

To stifle murderous War's commotioiif 
To bid the slave-ship homeward steer 

Unfrcighted, o'tr accusing* Ocean, 
To plant on ^nnp Liberia's height 

Undaunted Freedom's stainless streameri 
And bear to those who grope in night 

Glad tidings uf a blesL Kedeemer* 

Go on ihy way, thou Uuceii of Isles? 

Sahara^s sands shall bloom before tbee^ 
And Niger, 'mid his sinuous wiles 

Waft clouds of breathing incenle o'er thee, 
And lo I this young and ardent West 

Rehearsing grateful A^c's stoiy, 
Shall grnve upon her filial breast, 

Proud record of a Mother's glory. 
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UZZIAH. 

II. Chronicles, Ciiap. 26. 

Tbb star of Judah's king rode hi^ in fileiiitiide of poweff 
And lauded was his sceptieli sway, in palace and in bower^ 

Fresh fountains in the desert waste, up at his bidding aprung*, 
And c ] uttering vines o'er Carmers breast, a broader xoantle fluugi 
He hied him to the battie^'fieldy in ail his young renowD» 
And wild Anbia's awar^ host» like Uighted giass M down. 

Yet when within his lifled heart, the seeds of pride grew strong 
And unacknowledged blessings led to arrogance and wrong, 
IiTen to the temple's holy place, with impious step he hiedf 
And with a kindling censer stood Ast by the aitai's side ; 
But he whose high and prleirtily bfow, the anoinlm^ oil had blest, 
Stood forth majestic to rebuke the sacrilegious guest. 

'Tis not for tbee," he sternly said, " to tread thia hailow'd nav8i 
And take that honor to thyseU« which God to Aaron gave, 
*nB not for thee, thou mighty king, o'er Judah's realm ordaan*d. 

To trample on Jehovah's law, by vvliom thy fathers roign'd, 
Go hence And from his awful eye, there seem'd such ire to 
flame, 

As mingled with the thnnder-'Uast, when God to Smai came* 

Then loud the reckless monarch Btonn'd, and wkh a daring handt 
He swung the sacred censer high above the trembling band, 
But where the burning mgn of wrath did in his forehead flamoi 
B^old ! the avenging doom of faeaveDi the livid plague^ipot came: 
And low his princely bead dedin'd, in bifttasness of woe, 
While from the temple-gate he sped, — a leper white as snow. 
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Then whose shall those things be that thoa bast provided f 

Thou hast a Mr domaiD« , 

MoBt proud and pnncely hallBi 
And richly thro* the cryital pane* 

Thro' bowering branches fresh with rain, 

The golden sunbeam ialls, 
Thick vme4«ave8 o*er thy grotto moat 

in floft and fiagrant gloom. 

But who shall fill that fkvorite seat 
When thon art in thy tomb 1 

Thi^ jilfJi of every age 

Thou hast centered heie^ 
The ancient tome, the claaaic pagei 
The wit, the poet, and the sage* 

Ail at tliy uoii ;i|ij>i'ar; 
But Studious head and aiudoua breast 

To palsied Death must yield ; 

eye shall on those volumes rest 

When thine in dust is sealed 1 

Tiioti iov'st tlie burnish 'd gold, . 

The ^Uver firom the minct 
Tlie diamond glittering bright and eol^ 
And h(mrds, perchance, of gems tmtoidt 

Do in thy coilere shine ; 
But when afFection's eye shall weep 

In few, brief teais Ibr thee^ 
When thoo in thy dark giwe dost sleep 

W hose shall these tretisurei be 2 . ' 



Tky MimUt Bid some few ifaort yeavs 

Fulfill their hasting^ claims, 
WJiere are they ! Ask the mourner's teaiSi 
A staxig^ in their place appeafOy 
Fodgotten axe their namea^ 
* ^lelr memory like the anew shall melt 
Prom the green hillock's head, 
And where they once m plenty dwehi 
Their olbpiiiig aak for bread. 

But If thy bve to God aincere 
By love to Man be shown, 

By pity's deed, contrition's tear, 
J;'aith in a Saviour's ments dear, 

DiatmatM of thine own ; 
If thon haat In thy casket laid 

Such treasures rich ami free, 
Beyond dread Death's oblivious shadet 

Idxkl they ahall go with thee. 



«BEDEE2CING THE TIME.» 

Why break the lunlta of pennitted thought 

To revel in Elysium 1 thou %vho bear*st 
Still the stern yoke of this unresting life, 
Its toils, its hazards, and its fean of changel 
Why hang thy ftoaUwork wreath on Fui^'a bfOWf 

When labor warns thee to thy daily task. 
And r&ith doth hid thee gird thyself to run 
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torn, •novuiBff't foms. 



Tbf fhorny journey to the gato of Hoam t 

Up, 'tis no dieaii:iing'-timo ! awake 1 awake I 
For He who gits on the high Judge's seat* 
Both in his record note each wasted houv 
Each idle word. Take heed, thy ahrinlring md. 

Fiiid not their woiL'^ht too heavy, wlwn it siaiids 
At that dread bar» £rom whence m no appeal* 
Lo^ wfafle ye trifle^ the light aand steals on 
leavmg the hoor^laMi empty, and thy life 

Glideth away, — stam|> wibdom uu iia hours. 



THE GRAVE. 

Who in a faithful brcOiil our frailties hidea 
Breathing them not to the invidious ear, 
But with ohliyion's mantle coveiing alll 
Friendship t 

Alas ! Her most immaculate shrine 
Hath sometimes yielded to the traitor's keyy 
And she with Luna's ever-vaiying phase 
RevealM her own infirmity. The Gravef 
The voiceless Grave shall be to thee a friend 
Who breaks no promise and no trust betrays. 
^What hand our virtues decks with fedeleie bkMt 
Throwing fresh fragrance o'er their timid buds ? 

•«-Ah, no I — She, like a reap^ blindi 
Or impotent with age, oft gathereth ttm 
Into her g«mer» and doth leave tiie wheat 
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To moulder all unbound* The Oram alone 
^lall do this office ftrw* Whgr, O Gfanml 
Gim of Mt to Ewth't o'^eriaden oneiy 

Whose love doth shame our friendship, and whose Cftro 
Treasureth what Memoxy ic a tt e i i ^wAiy with liaate 
Of bister kitbingt tiim we ito tIliM 



ON TH£ CELEBRATION OF WASHINGTON'S BIRTH 
DAV at ROMEt BY AMERICANS.— Fbb. 22» 1829. 

* 

Thbbs u a feitiYe atntin within the wille 

OP the Etenwl City, and high praise 

Unto the glorious dead. Beauty dotii twine 

Her votive wieathy and Eloquence and Song 

hk eokgy bunt ftrth. To whom» O Rome^ 

Ifid all thy heroes, all thy demi-gods. 

Thy purple-rob' (I and mitred ones, to whom 

Riseth this homage 1 But she wav'd her liand 

And pointed me in mlenoe as of acorn 

Unto a etranger-band* Yes, there they stood* 

The cliildren of that Weetem Clhne which slept 

In embryo darkness, when tiara'd Home 

In ail the peeriBb plenitude of power 

Call'd Earth her ibotstool. There they stood seienef 

True sons of that fuir realm which needeth not 

The faded pomp of royal pageantry 

To trick her banner. Wheresoe'er they roam 

Whether Andes* canopy of doadt 

Or the sunk cells of groping Labradori 
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Or the braad Mas, or the bri c^^ht tfopie-iilM 

Where Nature in her noon-day faintncsd iioida 
A long siesta, still their hearts enshrine 
Liberly as a God. There, 'neath the ehade 
Of the Colliflfleiiiii vaultiiig ftp to Heaven, 

The tinie-spar'd arcli, the niio-hTy Basilic, 

Palace, and pantheon, and monuineiit, 

Where throng a wondering world in pilgtimage^ 

They how no knes to Cssor, but compel 

The kint^ly Tiber to pronounce the name 

0/ their own Washington* Sublime tliey pour 

Wann Memoiy'a incense to their Countiy'fl Sirct 

He, who in pliant inikncy was trained 

By Spartan nurture /?r.s^ to rule himself^ 

And then a young, embattled host to lead 

Through toil and tenoTt to a glorious seat 

Among the nations. Then when every eye 

Of every clime was bent on him with awe 

Like adoration, from his breast he rent 

The adhesive panoply of power, retir'd 

From the loud peans of a world, to sleep 

Uncrown 'd, uncoronetted, 'mid the soil 

His handa had till'd. Henceibrth let none deciy 

The mi^jMty of virtue, since she stands 

Simply on the high places <^ the earth. 

Her open forehead to the scanning stars, 

And the pure-hearted worship her, while Pride 

And tyrant power and lanrell'd Victory 

Do give their sculptor'd trophies to the owl. 

And noisome bat, and to the shades pass on 

With iueh memorial as ne'er wruog a tear« 
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Hope sheds oa man's tot wakiiig horn 

A lustre pore and fiuTi 
And as his mind unfidds its poweni 

Her cheering smile is there ; 
But when his i)»et life's pathway tread 

And his torn bosom bleeds. 
And darkening ills anoond hJm spread 

Her taper's ray recedes. 

A brighter torch doth Pleasure boast 

To lure his youthM way, 
A meteor on a rocky coast 

That dazzlee to betray. 
But woe if his confiding heart 

Be With her fetters bound, 
The syren hath a poison'd dart 

And loves a secret woond. 

GoilMaUgU, It beams snUlna 

On every seeking eye, 
When withering 'neath the blasts of ^yn^ 

Both hope and pJeasm die : 
ThatUghiw^UwtOc its lay haHi power 

To pierce the shrouded tomb, 
And guide where tempests never lower 

And sonow daies ael come. 
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THE DAUGHTER. 

Wheels o'er the pavements roU'd, and a light form 
Just in the bud of blushing womanhood 
FMt'd the pttemal thraahhold* Wrathful Night 
Muffled the dmid Btan, and fdn-drope hung 
On that fair creature's rich and glossy curls. 
Bhe stood, and shiver'dt but no mother's hand 
Dried thoee damp tresses, and with warm careet 
Sustain'd the weary spirit. No, that hand 
Was with the cold, dull earth-worm. 

— Grey and sad. 
The tottering nurse rose up, and that old man. 
The boldier-ser\ ant who had train'd the steeds 
Of her slain brothers, for the battle field, 
Essay'd to lead her to the couch of pain. 
Where her sick father pined. Oft had he yeam'd 
For her avveet presence, oft, in midnight's watch, 
Mus'd of his dear one's smile, till dreams restored 
The dove-like dalliance of her ruby lip 
Breathing his woes away. But distant ihr» 
She, patient student, bending o'er her tasks, 
Toil'd for the fruits of knowledge, treasuring still 
In the heart's casket, & fond fatho's srailei 
And the pme music of his weloome-liome^ 
Blch guerdon of her labors. 

But there came 
A sommciie <if fuiprise, and on the wing! 
Of filial love ihe hasted. 

— .'Twtis too late ! 

The lamp of life still bum'd«— yet *twa$ too laU. 
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IThe mind bad past away, and who could call 
Its wing &om out the sky I For the embrace 
Of etvoog Idolatiyy wai but the glaie 
Of a fiz'd, vacant eye. Disease had dealt 

A fell assassin's blow. OJi God ! the blight 
That fell on those fresh hopes, when all in vain 
The passive hand was grasp'd, while the wide haOs 
Echoed to •*faiher l father !** 

—Through the shades 
Of that long, silent night, she sleepless bent» 
Bathing with tizeless hand the onmov'd brow» 
And the death-pillow smoothi ng. When fkir Mom 
Came with its rosc-tmt up, she shriekmg claap'd 
Her hands in joy, for its reviving ray 
Flush'd that wan browi as if with one brief tiace 
Of waking intellect. *Tioas ieeming aUf 
And Hope's fond visions faded, while the day 
Rode on in glory. Eve her curtain drew. 
And found that pale and beautifbl watcher there* 
Still nmeposing. Bestlees on his cooch^ 
TossM the sick man. Cold Lethargy had steep'd 
The last wan ])oppy in his heart's red streamy 
And Agony was stirring Nature up 
To fltnigig^ with her Spoiler. 

»Ohiny God! 
Would lie coald sleep!" sighM a low, silver voice, 
And then she ran to hush the measur'd tick 
Of the dull night-clock, and to scare the owl 
Which dinging to the casement, hoarsely poar'd 
A boding note. But ah ! from that lone couch 
Thick^oming groans announced the foe who strikes 
But once. They bare the ihinting child away* 
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And pder fhiii tlNt aaiien ooBN^ ]« ftcflk 
Hftlf by a flood of ebon tretiefl Idd, 

DrDop'd o'er the old nurse's shoulder. It was sad. 
To see a yomg \mA biiratiiigt while tbe iM 
Sank to its iMt 

There eame anolher change ; 

The moumflil bell toU'd out tiie funeral hour, 
And many a foot thiong'd where the sable hearse 
Tallied. Friendship waa theie» with heavy heaitf 
Keen Curiosity mtent to scan 

The lofty mansion, — and gaunt Worldliness 
Even o'er the co^ and the warning shroudt 
Bevolvuighia Tile aehemea. 

And ofi8 was there 
To whom this earth could render nothing back 
Like that pale piece of clay. Calmly she stoodf 
As marble statue* The old house dog camek 
Pressing his rough head to her snowy palnit 
All nnreprov'd. He fhr Ins master aomii'd, 
And could she gpiim that feithful friend, who oft 
His shaggy length through many a fire-side hour 
Stretch'd at her fhther'e lbet» and round Itts bed 
Of death had watched, with wenderingt wishfU eye^ 
In fear and sympathy ? No I on his neck 
Her orphan tear had &ilen» and by her side 
His noUe ftont he rear'dy ae jwood to goaid 
The last Wd fdie of hk mastar^B houee. 
^Riere was a cadmness on that mourner's broWp 
m underatood by many a lawless glance 
Of whispering gossip. Of her aire they apake^ 
Who anfoed scarce the breath of heaven to stir 
The tresses of his darling, and who deemed 
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la the deep pemon of hie heeit'e lole lofe^ 
She wieamitelbreiifde. nen they gu'd 

Upon her tearless cheek, and murmnring; said 

How strange that he should be so slightly mourned!** 
—Oh womaiit oft miicoiietraed t the pve peerii 
lie all too deep in thy heaitVi eeciet weUy 

For the unnaiisinLr and impalient hand 

To win them forth, in that meek maiden's breaet 

Sorrow and loneLineet tank darkly down, 

WMle the Uanch'd Hp bieath'd oat no boiaterous plaint 

Of common grief. 

Even on to life's decliney 
Amid the giddy lotuid of proepenne yeany 
Thehfathof new affeetioDs, and the joye 
That cluster roiuid earth's favorites, there walk'd 
Still at her side, the image of her Sire, 
As in that hour when his cold, gkziiig eye 
Blet hen^ and knew her iio(;-**When her Ihll cup 
Perehanoe bad lbam*d with pride, that icy glance 
Checking its effervescence, taught her soul 
The chaeten'd wisdom of attemper'd bliss. 



THE mST MORNING OF SPIUNG. 

Bbiak from year chains, ye lingering streams, 
Rise, blossoms from your wintry dreams, 
Drear fields, youT xobes of verdure take, 
Birdsi from your trance of silence wake^ 
Gkd trees resume year leafy crown, 
Shrubs, o'er the mirror-brooks bend dowUf 

16 
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Bland zephyrs, wheresoe'er ye stray, 
The Spring doth call yonr-come away. 
^Thon toOi my mh^ ivith qmcke&'d Qnee 
Pursue thy brief, thy meuxo^A eonne, 
With grateftil zeal each power empioyi 
Catch vigor ftom Creation's joy^ 
Aiid deq^ly on thy afaoirteiiiiig flpaiit 

^But Spring with tardy step appearsi • ♦ < - , 
Chill is her eye, and dim with tearSf ' « : 

Btill are the ftKUits in fetters bound, r , ,.ro > . 
The Hower-gemM shrink within the gmmdi 
Where are the warblers of the sky J " ... w f 'j^. 
I ask, — and angry blasts reply. ^ -^i:. 

—It is not thus in heavenly bowev% i i ir 

Nor ice-bound riO, nor drooping flomni : ' 

Kor silent harp, lior folded wing • ' •> i-.i i 

Invade that everlasting Spring, , « m( i 

Toward which we lool^ with wiahftd taa^ t '« .rAtfn 
White pi]griiDB in this wintiy sphere. ^^^Uy^i 

THE SOAP BUBBLE. 

EaiGHT Globe ! upon the sun-beam tost, 
Pure, sparkling, then forever lost, 
No crested wave that glittering breaiub 
Nor peail that Wealth admiring takes. 
Nor diamond from Golconda's coast 
Can half thy changeful briUiance boast. 
•*-Hast thoa a vaice, to bid us see 
An emfalein of oar influu^i 
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Oar reckleit yootb* our manhood's strii^ 
ibid all the painted gfandea of lifbl 

—Hope spreads her wing of plumage faiTy 
Eebuiids her castle bas'd on air, 
Its toiieta emm'd with ftoaUwoik farigJitt 
Its portals filled with rosy light, 
A breath of Summer stirs the tree, 
Where is that gorgeous dome ? — wiih iks», 
-^Behold ! array'd in robes of light 
Young Beauty charms the gazer^e sight} 
IVust in her steps the graces tread, 
The roseate chaplet decks her headt 
But the brief garland f&des away. 
The faahUe hnnits^-^md sfts is day. 
^Dilttte once more thy proudest size, 
And deck thee in the rainbow's dieSf 
Thy boldest flight aspiring daiei 
Then vanish to thy native air ; 
Love dassles thus with borrowed rays. 
And thus the trusting heart betrays, 
—Again it sweiis, that chiystal round, 
Soars, shines, expands, and seeks the ground. 
Save, save that ftafl and tinted shell I 
Where fled its fragments ? who can tell! 
Thus, when the soul from dust is &ee, 
Tbns shall il gaiek oh £arth S mithee. 
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**IliaTeiiogtMl8rj»y thnfoMaiydiDdmiralk in tbetnrth.'' 

Sk Joho. 

Oh meetiDg Mf«r«l formef pupils at tht CommuiuoQ T&bto> 

Wbkh kneeting round a Samur*! bond 
Fair fiiniM, and brow* bdov'df I Met 

Who once the paths of peace explor'd 

And trac'd the studious page with mef— 

Who from my side with pain would pazW 
My entering itep witli gladneia greeW 
And poor complacent, o*er my heart 

Affection's dew-dxops, pure and sweet. 

When now, from each remember'd face 

Beam tianquil fkith, and hope benign* 
When in each eye Heaven's smile I tiaosb 

The tear of joy sofibaes mine. 

Father ! I bless thy ceasdees care, - 

Which thus its holiest gifts hath shed. 
Guide thou their steps tbie^gh every saaie 

IVom eveiy d^mger shield thev head* 

tnuhooDs W« din eontnl. 

From pride, from chan^, from darkness freef 
Preserve each timorous, trusting soul, 
That like the arJ^-dove flies to thee. 

And may the wreath that doudless days 
Around our hearts so fondly wove, 

StiH bind ua till we speak tliy praise. 
As sister spirits, one in iover^ 
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Om^ wlim ao Iiagerinif iU cut haio^ 
OnBf wlwua no itrabe of file can 

Where nought but holiness doth charm, 
And «U that duums shall live £»em« 



** TO DIE IS GAIN." 

Sat'st thou, 'tis gain to die 1 And may I aak 
Sow thoa hast weigh'd, and by what 
The Apoatb'a answer to thy sum of liftf 

Where arc thy baliinccs, and wliose firm hand 
Did poise therein thy talents and their use 
ToshowBiiehhIeBtxesiiltl Tune's capital 
Needs todi be bnsbanded, to leave the amount 
Of gain behind, when at a moment's call 
The spirit fleets, and the dissolving flesh 
Yieida to the eaith-woim's fuig* 

Say, hath thy lip 
Too often satiate, loath'd the mingled cup 
So madly fill'd at Pleasure's turbid stream 1 
Or hath thine ear* the promises of bqie 
Ihank on in giddy mekness, till the tooeh 
Of grave philosophy, their emptiness 
Detected, and to their thin element 
Of air, rsduc'dl Or doth thy cheated heart 
Sowing its warm aJfections on the wind 
And reaping but the whirlwind, turn with scorn 
From eveiy harvest which these changeful skies 
Camipen or destroy I Then hast thoo proved 

IB* 
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TbB if l^hAwJi tb» gain efdmOk. 
But bast Ummi by thy ceMlew pnqrm obCtm^L 

Such token of acceptance with thy Lord, 
So MM each post of duty, so sustaiu'd 
All needful disciptine^ so deeply moiini'd 
Each btirden of iniquity, that Death 
Comes as a favor'd messcn^ror to lead 
To its blight heritage, the wiliing aoul ] 
—Seaxcher of beaitB, thou knowest I l^kmdhm 
The hidden thought doBt read, the dally act 
Note uuforgetful. Take away the dross. 
Of earthly piiiiciplet the gatbei'd liim 
Of Belf^doding bope^ the love and kite 
Which have their root in dust, witil the Mol : 
Regarding life and death with equal eye 
Abaoibe it* will in thine* 



THE B£V. LEGE BICHMOND, AMONG THE 

RUINS OF lONA. 

Wribx iM looa'e niimr B|ma4 
In Bhapeleas fhigmenta voimd, 

And where the crown' d and mighty dgQid 

Repoee in cells pr(^bimd« 
Wbeie o'er Coliunba'a. bwiad tjarat 

The ahnmding ivy steals. 
And moans the owl from doi^t^d bQWW> 

A holy Teacber JuumIs. 
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Rocks Bpriog tenific to tko akjf 
Hiiilft B ftn n in miidiifii itflfin 

And grimly finowiis on Fimey's eye 

The Druid's awfiil form. 
With mutter'd cuise and reeking bJade^ 

And visage item with ixei 
Yet 'mid tbat darkly blended ahade 

Still bends the stranger sire. 

He praysf— the Hilher fe his child, 
The distant and the dear, 

And when yon abbey o'er the wild 

Upraised its arches dresTf 
When at high masSf wv9ttp$Mta9im 

Bieh voices fiOfd the a», 

From all tiiat covvrd aad mitred train 
Eose theie a purer prayer I 

W» name Is on a simple scroll 

With holy ardor peiin'd, 
Which thrilling warns the sinner's soul 

To make his God a fiiendi 
But when the strong archangel's breath 

Yon ancient vaults shall rend, 
Aiid starting from tiie dust of death 
These waken'd throngs ascend. 

Meek saint ! The boldest of the bold 
That sword or falchion drew, 

Barons whose feudal gkneo cootiQl'd 
Vassal and monarch too^ 
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Proud heroes of the tented field* 

King! ^ a vannled line^ 
May wkh thm blooA-txia^lit ftne to yield 

For honors won like tiiine. 



PEACE* 

HttTOST hath aet her crown 

Upon the Conqueror's head, 
And bade the awe-struck world bow down 

Befine hia banner'd tread. 
80 down the world halh bow*d 

Upon her lettered page^ 
And the wild homage of the crowd 

Swelled on from age to age. 

What miseries mark'd hia way» 

How oft the orphan wept. 
Bow deep the earth in aackdolh ky 

No trace her annal kept. 
Though like a torrent's flow 

The widow'a tear gnah'd OQt^ 
The current of that seoet woe 

Quell'd not the victor's shout. 

The Grospel's sacred scroll 

A different standard shows, 
Ita plaudit on the homble aoui 

And contrite^ it beetowa. 



MM* MQOVBiiiv'i ronia* 

To HMD of holy lilb 
Iti glorioun emm ia givoDt 

Who nurse amid this vole of strife, 
The pe&6aM genua of Heaven. 



LAZARUS. 

The Grave, that never loos'd ita hold, 

But on iia prey insatiate ted, 
RoBlom a Tictim, p«Ie and ooldt 

He coDBeth Ibrtlit <k« il0iMi2 iHMiL 
Ah I wherefore com'st thou ] saftly past 

The gate of agony and pain» 
That pang endured, tlie want, the last, 
dif'it tfaoo tfaos that etrilh again f 

Com'et thoa to abife the tnitor-kiM, 

That Earth bestows at Wisdom's coetl 
Com'st thou to gather pearls of bliss, 

And find them broken, ■trew'd, and kdtl 
True, Bethany's green talee eie htigfal, 

Thy sister's home is sad for thee, 
But Paradise hath purer light. 
And km without mfimity* 

lIMionght he apake^ that ihufhl teaii 

The sleeper, 'neath the burial aod, 

The accepted brother of the worm, 

^Behold my SanauTt and my Godl'* 



Mils, blqouas&y'b fojkmb. 



And if in Time's remoter hoar 

Cold doubt flhouid rise, from error bred» 

Through me pxodaim Bit godlike power 
Who nd'd the tomb end laii'd the dead. 



u THERE GO THE SHIPS.'* 

WHiTi-aoB*]» wuiderera of the deep» 
Whither speeds ywa trackless way ? 

Toward some islet's rocky steep, 
Crowded mart, or swelling bay 1 

Polar ice^ or tropic clime 1 

Zone where lingering mystery slept t 

Region whence oblivious time 
Hath the mouldering empire swept I 

Bear'st thou in thy wind-tost car 

Wealth to pmfchase wealth again! 
Or the elements of war 

Thundering^ o'er the hostile main 1 
Hid'st thou in thy hollow breast 

Hearts in manly vigor warm r 
Coomge wiA his damtdess crest! 

Venturous Beauty's fragile form ! 

Heed'st thou on thy stately course 
Ail the dangers of the wavei 

Stretching reefti or bceakm hoane» 
Wrecks that strew the watery grave ! 
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Chambeni where the miglilj deep 
Powerless as the infknt deed, 

WhOe the imftthoinable deep 
O'er them draws ita curtain dread. 

Gleaming pearls their pillow light* 

Coral boas'd mth ruby geniy 
Buflds their maneoleom fanght ; 

What Is Oeeea^e wealth to them f 
Shouldat thou when the tempest's wrath 

Mingles cloud and surging sea^ 
Phmge that same sepulchral path 

What were all Earth's gold to thee 1 

Prayer's soft breath thy sails can fill« 

Guide the prosperous on thy way, 
Though, perchance, the pilot's skill 

Yield to peril and dismay, 
Though the needle's baffled care 

Point not to its destin'd pole, 
StiU the God who heareth prayer 

Eules the Sea» and saves the soul. 



" And David said, Let me now fall into the hand of the Lord, for 
his mercies are great,— and let me not fall into the hand of man." 

2 Sam. ziivt 14. 

Mak hath a voice severe, 

Iffis neighbois fault to UamOf 
A wakeftd eye, a listening ear 

To note Im brother's shame* 
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Hep with mipieioof gluiee 
The curtained btesst doth lead. 

And raise the accusing balance high» 
To weigh the doabCM deed. 

Oh Thou, whoee pieEciag thoi^ 
Doth note each eeovet path« j 

For mercy to Thy throne, we fly, 
From man's condemmng wrath. 

Thou, who dost dimness mark 

In Heaven's zesplendeiit way, 
AndftOjinthattiiKelhoit ^ 

Who serve thee night and day. 

How fearless should our trust 

In thy compassion be, 
When ftom our brother of the dost 

We daxe appeal to Thee. 



FILIAL CLAIMS. 

Who bendeth with meek eye, and bloodless cheek 
Thus o'er the new-born babe 1 content to take 
As payment for all agony and pain, 
Its first soft kiss, its first breath on her hrow, 
The first faint pressure of its tiny iiand 1 
It is not needful that I speak the name 
Of that one being on tkU ioHht whose love 
Doth never ftulter. 
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Answer me, youn^ mailt 

ThoUt who thro* chance and change of time hast trod 
Thus far» when some with vengeM wzath have mark'd 
Tby waywardneH) <» in thy tune of woe 
Deserted thee> or with a fainbow smile 

Lur'd and forsook, or on thine errors scowrd 
With unforrriving memoiyy-H^id shal 

Child I in whose rejoicing heart 
The cradle-scene is fresh» the lulling hymn 
Still clearly echoedf when the blight of age 
Witheieth that bosonii where thine head doth kf , 
When pain shall paralyse the arm that daepa 
Thy form so tenderly, wUt thou forget ? 
Wilt thou be weary, tho' long years should ask 
The patient offioes of km to giid 
A broken fniwd t 

Turn back the book of life 
To its fiist page. What deep trace meets thee there ? 
Ltftet from a Modter^s pencU. When her scroU 

Of life is finish'd and the hand of Death 

Stamps that strong seal, which none but God can breakf 

What should its ioct trace ^ 

Thy bending fbnD 

In sleepless love, the dying couch besidet 
Thy tender hand upon the closing eye^ 
Thy kiss iqwn the lipsi thy prayer to HeafeOf 
The cfaastenM rendering of thy filial tnisti 

Up to Uie white-wing 'd angel mmistry. 

xa 
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SAILOR'S HYMN. 

**OBt of fha dflptlii have I eM unto thee^ O LonL"— -Ptaliii ciix* 

The tempest beat against my barkt 

The wrathful winds were high, 
And threateningf blaste, like comien toooghft 

park tidings from Llie sky , 

And hoarsely o'er my sinking" head 

Roli'd on the thundering sea, 
Then» from the legiona of the dead^ 

Oh Lord I I cried to thee. 

The ftithleee San, behind the dood 

Withdrew his guiding light, 
And every star its lamp withheld 
From that portentous night* 

They fled* and left me all alone 

In darknesS) and in fear, 
And so I told my woes to Godt 
' And He vouchsafed to heai*. 

Yes^ fiom the lowest depths, ta Him 

I rais'd a fervent cry, 
Why should a helpless worm despair, 
, When such a iiiend is nigh ? 
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SUNSET ON THE ALLEGHANY. 

I WAS a pannve pilgrim at the foot 

Of the down'd Alleghany, when he wrapp'd 

His purple mantle gloriously around, 
And took the homage of the princely hills, 
And ancient foreet8» as they bow'd them down* 
Each in his order of nohility. 
—And then, in glorious pomp, the sun retir'd 
Behind their solemn shadow. And his train 
Of crimBon» and of azure and of gold 
Went floating up the zenithi tint on tint. 
And ray on ray, — till all the concave caught 
His parting benediction. 

Bat the glow 
Faded to twilight, and dim twilight sank 
In deeper shade, and there that mountain stood 
In awful state, like dread ambassador 
Tween earth and heaven. Methooght it fiown'd se?exeb 
Upon the would beneath, and lifted np 
The accusing forehead sternly toward the sky 
To witness 'gainst its sins. And is it meet 
For thee, swell'd out in clond-^nip'd pinnacle 
To scom thine own origbal, the duat 
That feebly eddying on the angry winds 
Doth sweep thy base 1 Say, is it meet for the% 
Bobing thyaelf in mysteiy, to impeach 
This nether sphere, from whence thy rocky root 
Draws depth and nutriment 1 

Batlol a star 
TbB fiist meek herald of advancmg night, 
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Both peer above thy ■omiiiit, ae some babe 

Might gaze with brow of timid innocence 
Over a giant's shoulder. Hail» lone star ! 
Thou friendly watcher o^er an erring world, 
Thine unoondamning glance doth aptly teach 
Of that untiring- mercy, which vouchsafes 
Thee lights— and tnan salvation. 

Nottomad( * 
And tfeaeme up hie ibDieeyOr xecount 
Their secret record in the court of Heaven, 
Thou coms't. Methinks, thy tenderness would ahroud 
With trembling mantlei his infinnitiee. 
The pumst neeuraa are fHOti jdtifuJ, 
But they who feel corruption strong within, 
Do launch their darts most fiercely at the tra^^e 
Of their own unaget in another's breast* 
«-So the wild bull, tiiat In some mlirar splef 
His own mad visage, furiously destroys 
The frail reflector. But thou» stainless Star I 
Shalt stand a watchman on Creation's walkp 
WhUe race en race their little round shall markt 
And Bliimber in the tomb. Still pomt to all, 
Who thro' this evening scene may wander on* 
And fhmi yon moontain's cold magnificence 
Turn to thy milder beauty, point to all^ 
The eternal love that nightly sends thee forthy 
A sUent teacher of its boundlees loie. 
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DEATH OF A FORMER PUPIL. 

I Bkw her toiling^ finr the unclad poor 

With tireless zeal, and bendiiiir o'er the bick 
Through the long watchee of the winter night. 
Wlqr kid she thus their hardens to her heart 
Fcngetfid of youth's pleasures % Did some TOice 
Prophetic warn her of that hasting climo 
Where are no sick to comfort, and no poor 
To need a garment } Felt she that her step 
Was near that threshhold where the weaiy rest? 
~We may not say what lig'ht was in her soul,— 
For that Blest 13ook which speaiis the Eternal Mmd 
Was her close counsellor, and night and day 
fihe woo'd its wisdom with a childlike lorei 
mn the wild gladness of her nature took 
A deeper and a holier tint, like one 
Who girds his Sabbath-mautle meeJdy aot 
To tread God's courts. 

Come! His a hdy hour» 

For Easter-mom is purpling the far hills, 
And She, our Church, a weeping" pilgrim longi 
Fast by the footsteps of her sufieiing Lordt 
Up to his cross, and downward to his tomb. 
Doth hail his rising". Lo ! her feast is spread, 
And her anomted herald hath announcM 
In Christ's hehali;" the invitation blest- 
Come^ ihou art bidden, daughter. 'Twas thy prayer 
To lift thy young heart's banner up this day, 
Before his altar, and to join the host 
Who Mow him to death. Behold* they kneel 
WithMltftoMifiiice to their Master'? voices 



iS6 KM. tioomiBv'a vosim. 

And through the consecrated emblems seek 
Remiflslcm of their nns. Why liogeieBt' thou 1 
—They pointed to a cbunber and a couch, 
Where fever with its red and quenchless fires 
Wrought in Life's citadel. Yet 'mid the pain 
And tOBBinf of that aleeplefls agony 
When every nenre wee qmvering^ and the velna 
Shrank from the lava-tide that thro' them flow'd 
There rose a prayer to Jesnst and those lips 
So paichM and pallid* spake the wofdi of Heaven. 
Death drew the curtain, and she slept in peace : 
But tears are flowing 'mid the pleasant iialls 
Where her affections restedy shedding forth 
Fresh brilliancei like some never-setting star* 

Yes, there are lingering sighs of moumfol thought 
Where Poverty doth trim its naked hearth, 
And frequent lisplngs of her name from babes 
Who by tiie robes that shielS them fixun the itonoy 
And by the holy lessons that she taught 
Upon the day of God, remember her, 
—But keener gii^ doth dwell in one lone heartp 
Which by the strongest links of earthly hope 
Had bound her to its love, so that each ficene 
Of bright futurity, the Pastor's home» 
Altar and flock, and household hymn at eve 
Came coiqded with her image. 

*^0f such woe 
Weak language speaketh not. But ye who give 
Your angd^weloome to each happy guest 
That from time's tribulation riseth pure, 

Vouchsafe some echo from your tlirillinir harps. 

That at Heaven's bliss, these woes of eaxth may &de. 
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FAREWELL OF A MISSIONAEY TO AFRICA, AT 
THE GRAVE OF HIS WIFE AND CHILD. 

Oiicn motet 'neaith Antanrn's moaiiing btaitt 

I aeek thy narrow bed, 
And is this gush of tears the Uutf 

I o'er this turf must shed ? 
Seuoiw may changet and yean depart» 

Yet none shall here recline 
To twme thy memory round his heart 

With such a love a«miii6. 

Bound to a dark and heathen dime 
For my Redeemer's sake» 

What tides of sympathy sublime 

At thy loved image wake. 
Thy tender caxe» thy ihailess trust, 

Thy ibndt confiding tone^^ 
Yet what avails, — since thou art dusti 

And I am all alone* 

There too, ewcct in&nt, alumbering nigh. 

How beautiful wert thou» 
Thy mother's spunt in fhine eye, 

Her smile upon thy brow, 
A little while, thy rose-bud light 

On my lone path was shed, 
A Utile while,— there came a blight, • 

And thou art of the dead* 
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I gor^y best belovedr-fioevell I 

Borne o'er the faithless sea, 
When the wild waves like mountains swell* 

I will ramfimber thee : 
Thy meekneiBy 'mid aflffictioii's striifet 

Thy lifted glance of prayer, 
Thy hrmness *neath the storms of lifb 

Shall be my pttttem theie. 

And when on Afric's hleedmg brea8t» 
The Bcomed of every BhoKe> 

Tiie cliamed, the trampled, the opprest* 

Salvation's balm I pour, 
Thy zealy that ibr a Saviour'a name 

Beamed forth with doudlesB ray. 

Like ancient Israel's pillared flame 
Shall cheer my pilgnm way. 

If toilmg 'mid that sultry glade 

The Spoiler's call I heaif 
Or 'neath the pahnHree's mmaanng ahada 

It warns my willing ear, 
Then may tlie faith that fired thine eyCf 

'Mid pangs untold and strongi 
My dying piUow hover night 

And wake the triumpbMig. 
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EXPOSTULATION. 

To man reproving Nature said 

•* I formed thee soft aiid mild, 
And laid thee on thy cradle-bed 

A tender^ tearful child i 
Thy feeble wail, thy lisping word, 
The soul of kind affection stirred 

To guard thy helpless state ; 
By fnignnt flower and ttineM giove^ 
I taught my dialect of Love, 

How art thou turned to HateJ^ 

» 

Meek pity apake.^ I lured thy heart 

From every cruel deed, 
To take the trampled insect's part, 

The famished sparrow feedr— 
How dost thou acorn my plaintive prayer 1 
And like the lion from his lair 

The savao-e combat wao^e i 
Thy brotiier of the clay destroyi 
And with a fierce, demoniac joy 

Seek the red battle's rage.'* 

Religion came with dewy eye^ 
And moumftd was her tone ; 

**I taught thee of that glorious sl^ 
Where discord is unknowui 
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I bade thee sow tbe seeds of peseet 
And sbsie those joyi that liever ceese» 

Which no rude sorrows mar ; 
And hast thou all my love forgot* 
My Bsoied precepts hneded notf 

But bartered Beavenfiir Warf^ 



•«! WILL ARISE AND GO UNTO MY FATHER." 

Wanderer, amid the snares 

Of Time's uncertain way, 
Of thousand nameless tarn the Bpoit» 

Of countless ills the prey : 

A stranger 'mid the land 

Where thy probation lies, 
In peril from each adverse blast 

And e'en from prosperous skies^ 

In peril from thy friends* 

In peril from thy foes, 
In peril from the rebel heart 

That in thy bosom glows ; 

Hast thou no Father's bouse 

Beyond this pilgrim scene, 
That thou on Earth's delusive ptopt 

Widi bleeding breast dost lean I 
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Yel not a Molher^i em 

Who fbr hat iniuit ngln^ 

When absence shuts it from her armfl 
Or sickness dims its eyot 

Transcends the love divinei 

The welcome full and firee» 
With which the gfloiioos King of Heaven 

Will stretch his arms to theet 

When thou with contrite tear 
Shalt wait within his wallsy 
Imploring but the broken bread 

That from his table falls. 

No more his mansion shnn, 

No more distrust his grace, 
Tm ftom the oiphanage of earth 

And find a Sire's embrace* • 



VOICB FBOU THE GRAVE OF A SUNBAT-SCHOOL 

TEA€H£K. 

Yes, this is holy ground, 

Lay me to slumber here, 
The cherish'd thoughts of eaily dayib 

Have made this spot most deari^ « 
Fast by the hallo\v'd church 

Where first I learned to pray 
In ftithy and penitence and peaces 

llske ye my bed of clay. 
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Though life hath been to me 

A scene of joy and lovev 
And flweet afibctiqni mmd my beait 

Unchanging garlands wove» 

Though knowledge in its power 
At studious midnight came, 

Enkindling in my nptnr'd mindt 
A bright, onwaTering flame ; 

Yet dearer ftr than all, 

Was Heaven's celestial lore : 
Then come, belov'd and youthful train» 

Who hear my voice no more» 
Come, sing the h3nnn I taoghft. 

Here, by my lowly bed, 
And with your Sabbath-lessons blend 
Sweet memoiy of the dead* 



" He gathereth the lambs with his arm, and caxiieth them in hia 
bosom.^ ^ — leaiah. 

Oft tb« dfitfc of » MMbtt of «te loAwt aahool. 

Lamb I in a clime of vcrdurej 

Thy favored lot was cast. 
No serpent 'mid thy flow'iy foodt 
^ Upon thy Ibid no Uaetr- 

mne were the chiystal fixmtainst 

And thine a cloudless sky, 
Amid thy sports a star of love 

Thy playmate bfother'e eye. 
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Approving goidei caieM'd thee 
Wliere^er thy footttepvm'd ; 

The ear that beard thee blees'd theOi 
The eye that saw thee iov'd ; 

Yet life hath anazei and Miniwt 
From which no fiiend can save* 

And erib might have thronged thy patii 
Which thou wert weak to brave. 

There is a Heavenly Shepherd, 

And ere thy infant cbarms 
Had caught the tinge cf cate or woe 

He call'd thee to bii aimii 
And though the shadowy valley, 

With Death's dark frown waA diniy 
Light cheer'd the stonny paange^ 

And thoa art safe with JBRm 



BELIGIOUS TRACTS. 

Thby descend to the humblest lot. 
They are fomd in the pioadeet dome^ 

And fkee to the hearth of the lowliest coCi 
like the beam of Heaven they come. 

When the way-side beggar wails 
They are with him in his care, 

To tell of a refuge that never fails^ 
Of a vrealth he may freely sfaaxe. 

17 
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In the sailor's cheet they sleep, 

They check his ribaid-song, 
They kindle a flame in his musing hieastf 

'Mid the night watch cold and long. 

like the light-wing'd hiid th^ rove 
UntiT'd ftom zone to zone, 

With links of love they enchain the world 

To Mercy's changeless throne. 



EDUCATION OF PIOUS AND INDIGEJNT YOUNG 

M£N. 

Thkre are, who knowledge pri^i 

Who Ibr its bles&ings pny. 
But pennry shnte it from their eyesi 

Rend ye those shades away. 

There are, who fam would toil 

The immortal mind to lead, 
They have no skill to^till its soil, 

Send ye the gifts they need. 

Ye» who snch bounty yield 

Like Heaven's reviving rain. 
Who gird these stripluags for the held 
ShmW aee Gdisth slain. 

\ 



Digitized by Google 



ma. ii«oiwnY*f rotm». 



DEATH OF A YOUNG MUSICIAN. 

Mvsio was in thy heart* and fast entwin'dt 
And closely knotted with ita infknt strings, 
Were the rich chords of melody. W lien youUi 
And Science led thee to their classic bower 
A pale and patient atodentt the lone lamp 
Of midnight vigil, fimnd thee pouring out 
Thy sool in dulcet sound. In Memory's cell. 
Still live those thrilling tones, as erst they broke 
Beguiling with sweet choral symphonies 
The festal hour. Botlo! while thon didst wake 
The solemn organ to ratrancing power, 
Tracing the secret spelis of hnrmony, 
On through deep rapture's labyrinthine mazei 
Devotion came> and hieath'd upon thy brow» 
And made her temple in thy tunelhl breast. 
So, Music led thee to lliy Saviour's feet, 
Serene and true disciple* and their harps 
Who fondly hold nnUring goatdianship 
O'er fifail man's pilgrim-path, weie tremuloua 
With joy for thee. 

Nor vainly to thy soul 
Came Heaven's high message, wnpp'd in minstielsyt 
For to its service, with unshrinking zeal 
The blossom of thy lifb was dedicate. 
Thy hand was on God'.'^ altar, when a touch 
Sudden and strange and icy- cold, unloosed 
Its fmeut gprasp. Thy gentle heart was glad 
With the soft promise of a hallow'd love. 
But stem Death dasiji'd it out. Now there are tears 
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Ill tieademt eyes &x tbee. 

— Yel who knoir 
That Earth hath many diacofds far a sool 

Rne-ton'd and seraph-strung, and that the feet 
Which &m would foUow Chiiatf are Bometimea held 
In the daik neahes of a downwafd comae 
TOl strong repentance torn them back with teaiSt 
Do feel thy gain. 

^Tia well then art at homet 
Spiiit of metody and peace and love. 



TO THE EVENING STAR. 

Pmn Planet I to the darkened weal 
Holding thy cresset lone, 

Opposing clouds thy course molest, 

And shade thy silver throne ; 
Bnfc aoaiing o*er the troubled acene 

Unmov'd by frowns of time, 
Thou with fair brow and ray serene 

Doat hold thy way aiiblime* 

Oh! that I might like thee diaoem 
My chequer'd path aright. 

And from the Fourd tliat fiiis thy urn 

Drink undelusive light, 
And when that atonn which all moat meet 

Shall dull my throbbing breast, 

Ascending- tmin that peaceftil seat 
Where all the weary rest* 
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THE DYING BOY. 

His pure cheek pressed the pillow, and its hue 
So late like the fresh rose's heart, was pale, 
Wlule 'mid the chNterii^ cw^ those chill dews huog 
Which fkU bat once. 

Still o'er that beauteoLUj hrow • 
Where fatal languor settled, ilashM the light 
Of intellectt as a fkint ciy binst foithp 
«0h! mother!— mother r 

Thea there was a pause, 
A pang too deep for words. 

«< Your mother sleeps 
Id her odd gnve, mj era. Yoo stood with me 
Beside its brink. Your little hand clasp'd mine 
CoDvulsively, at those sad, solemn words, 
iUAst to Mftsf Z^^when the dods fell down 
Upon the coffin lid. Two months have pest, 
And every night your cheek was wet with tears, 
For that dear mother. Say, have you forgot I 
Or roves your mind in dreams I Speak, dearest one*'* 
—And then the Hither raised that drooping head, 
And laid it on his bosom, and bowM down 
A listening ear close to those murmuring lips • 
But till their last fiunt whisper died away, 
There was no sound of answer to his voice. 
Save " fnother ! mother /" 

Deem ye not he exr'd i 
For she who at his cndle caught the flame 
Of that deep love, which time may never quench, 

17» 



P)Brcluiiiee» wis neuer to her tban yoa 

Who Binaoth'd the pillow for his fever'd head» 
CkUling yourselves the living, tho' ye dwell 
In death's own iealm» beneath his lifted dait. 
Ye gave his mother to the eerth-wonn'a hedt 
But can ye say that her serapluc smile 
Beam'd not upon him» as he struggling lay 
In the last mortal agcmyl 

Her lip 

Hail'd her frail iirst-.born ta this world of tears 
With rapture's speechless kiss. Know y% how wifm* 
How eloquent its welcome to that dime 
Which hath no death-pang 1 

If celestial bands 
Feel for the unknown habitants of clay* 
A hallowed train of guardian sympathies^ 
And fold their wings around them as they ttm 
Time's slippery c ourse, with what a flood of joyi 
With what refln*d» exulting intercotuse^ 
At Heaven's bright threshhold> when all His are pMt» 
A moiher greets her child ! ' 

*Ti8 o'er ! Tis o'er I 
All earthly strife in that soft sigh doth end. 
Wiap the white grave-robe o'er that stainlen fym^ 

And lay it by her side, wliosc breast so long 
Was the fond pillow for his golden hair. 
Write o'er his narrow tomb, «*'lif welli Ui$ nMT 
Then turn away and weep : — ^for weep we maBt» 
When our moat beautiful and tieatsur'd tilings 
Fleet from this shaded earth. 

How can we see 
Our lifled bowers of rest in ruin kid 
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Without a tear 1 Yet He, who wills the woundt 
Can shed such balm-droiMi o'er the riven hearty 
Thai iti most poignant and deep-iooted grief 

Shall bear blest fruit in Heaven, 



FOJAL GRIEF. 
Tn love that blest our inihnt dieam» 

That dried our cadi est tear, 
The tender voice, the wimung smile 

That made our home so deaty 
The hand that urged our youthful thought 

O'er low delights to soar, 
Whose pencil wrote upon our souls, 

Alss! is oan no moie. 

Go, lay the Bible that she lo?'dt 
Upon her coffin lid, 

Its spirit like a precious balm 

Deep in her breast was hid, 
And daily o*er its page she bent 

With calm and saintly brow, 

It was her chosen friend through life : 
Take it not from her now* 

Bring forth, bring forth the plants she reared 

To the freest sun and air, 
And daily o'er their welfare watch 

With all a florist's care, — 
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Nor let a blossom that she nur8*d» 

A stem she taught to twine, 
By augbt of cdd foigetfbliieii 

Dioop on tlie pmnt vine. 

And in onr hetaU the gemu she plaoedf 

Willi the warm trust of prayert 
Still fondly cherish for her sake 

With unabated care ; 
Deep fear of God, good win to mailt 

Religion's meek pursuit, 
These were the seeds our mother aowedr* 

LetihemlmrpeifBUfiuiL 



••TEOUBLE NOT YOURSELVES, FOR HIS LIFE 

IS IN HIM." 

Where lingers life when breath u o'eTf 

When light and motion part 3 
And when the flowing veins no more 

Supply the pulseless heart 1 
Beneath that brow so deadly fair ? 

That changeleea maifole oheek 1 
Those lips of adamant t Say, where 

The life of which ye speak 1 

For one revered and loved I sought. 

His hand was strangely cold, 
And o'er his form the shiottd had wvo^^ 

ItB labyrinthine fotdf 
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Kindred and stnngetB near lum prest* 

Ifli^»elwticboiiiidt 
Stin thrilled that hospitable breast, 

Where was the greeting sound I 

I saw him 'neath that hallowed faney 

Where souk to God diaw near. 
The dirge invoked with melting itnin 

His inattentive ear,— 
Borne on by mourning friends he came^ 

They bent beneath the dead, 
If inepued that manly ftame 

Where was the buoyant tread? 

The clay-cold pillow of his rest, 

Was curtained dark as night, 
Tho' at his fireside* fiur and blest. 

The evening lamps were bright. 
And deep, a voice of wailing rose 

From that once happy dome. 
If nought the fount of being froze 

Why turned he firom his home ? 

Bat whfle in bitterness I spake, 

Saviour ! thy voice divine 
Claimed for thy cross and sufferings' sak% 

The deatUess sod as thine 
Then I believed that he who slept 

Survived, tho' Nature failed. 
And while an earthly sonow wept, 

Tkefintk cf Heaven prewhkd. 



DEATH OF MR. OLIVER D. COOKE. 

Death's shafts are ever busy. The Mr haunts 

Where least we dread him, and where most the soul 

Doth lull itself to fimd eecun^ 

Reved hkr ministry ; and were not man 

Blind to the future, he mijofht sec the sky 

Even in the gloiy of its cloudless prime 

Dark with that anow-flighu 

They deemed it flO» 
Who marked thee like a stately column fall, 
And ill the twinkling of an eye yield back 
Thy breath to Hun who gave it. Yee*— they felt» 
Who saw thy v^foroos footstep strangely chained 
Upon the turf it tra,v*jrbed, and the clieck 
flushed high with health, to mortal paleness tum'dt 
How awful such a rash from time must be. 
Thy hrow was calmy yet deep within thy hreast 
Were ranklings of a recent ^ef for her 
The idol of thy tenderness, with whom 
life had been one kmg scene of changeless love* 
Yea, thou didst watch the winged messenger 
In sleepless agony, that bore her henoor** 
And when the eye did darken, from whose beams 
Thine own had diank from youth its dearest joy, k 
Upraised thine hands and gave her bade to God, : 
Bowing thy spirit to His righteous will. ' \ 

The bleeding- of thy heart-strings was not staunched. 
Nor scarce the tear-gush driedf ere Death's dire fiost 
Congeal'd the fount of life* 



Digitized by Google 



Mia. nflonany'i msim. 



203 



Thy tdl had been 
In tihal brief intemlt to bear fresh plants 

From the sweet garden which she loved to tend» 
And bid them on her burial-pillow bloom. 
But ere the yomig roBe» or the wiUow-tiee 
Had taken their aimpleat rooting, then wert laid 
liOW !^ her side. It was a pleasant place 
Methought to rest,— earth's weary labor done, 
Fanned by the waving of those drooping booghst 
And in her company* whom thoa didst choose 
From an the world, to travel by thy side, 
Confidingly, — ^by deep affection cheer*d| 
And in thy ibith a sharer. 

From the haunts 
Of living men thine image may not fleet 

Not eless awjiy. Tlicy will remember thee* 

By many a word of witness for the tmthy 

And many a deed of bounty. In the sphere 

Of those snblimer charities that gird 

The mind — the soul — tliine was the ready hand: 

And for the hasting of that day of peace 

Which sheathes the swordt thine was the earnest prayer. 

In tliine own house and in the churoh of God 

There will be weeping for thee. Thou no more 

Around thine altar, shalt deliofht to see 

Thy children* and thy children's children come 

To take thy patriarch blessing,— and no moie 

Bring duly to yon consecrated courts 
Tliy Sabbath offenng. Thou hast gained the rest 
Which earthly Sabbaths dimly shadow forth, 
And to that ransomed ftmily art nssn, 
Which have no need of prayer. 
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But thfliiy <rii Biaii I 
WhoM hold im life k like th« spider's webt 

Who hast thy footing 'mid so many snares, 

So many pitfalls, yet perceivest them notr-* 

Seek peace wiib Him who made theer-bind the shield 

Of faith in Chiist more fiimly o'er.thy hreaat, 

That when its pulse stands sLill, thy soul may pase 

Unshrinking, unreluctant, unamazedi 

Into the fidlness of the light of Heaveiu 



A MiMim Hyam* 

LiGUT for the dreary vales 

Of ice-bound Labrador ! 
Where the finst-king bieathes on the dippoy iwife 

Till the mariner wakes no morei ^ 

Lift higfh the lamp that nover fails 
To that dark and sterile aitore* 

Light for the forest child ! 

An outcast though he be 
From haunts where the sun of his dnIfflioeJ nmiliwli 

And the country of the free,— 
Pour the hope of Heaven o'er his desert-wildf 
For tehat hme on mih has hef 
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Light for the cUAb of Greece ! 
light for that trampied dime I 

Whm the wmh ^ the Spmkr ntoed to eiM 

Ere it wrecked the boa«t of time,— 

See ! the Moslem hath dealt the gift of peaces 
Grudge ye your beim iuUiniel 

Light on the Hindoo shed ! 

On the maddening idbl-tram ; 
The flame of the Suttee is dire and red, 

And the Fakir faints with pain, 
And the dying moan on their ^h^riw bed 

By the Gangee laved in wn. 

I4glit ii» the Persian eky ! 
The Sophi's wiedcmi fades, 

And the pearls of Ormus are pool to huy 

Armour when Death invades i 
Haikl Hark! to the sainted martyr's sigh 

From Armmt's mournful shades. 

Llight Ar the Barman vales ! 

For the islands of the sea ! 
For the land where the slave-ship fills its sails 

With sighs of agony, 
And her kidnapped babes the mother wai]% 

'Neath the lone banana-tiee. 

Light flnr the ancient race 

Exiled from Zion'a rest? 
Homeless they roam £rom place to placS| 

Benighted and oppiest ; 
They shudder at Sinai's ftarftd base,^ 

Guide them to Calvary's breast. 

18 
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Light for the darkened earth ! 

Long midnight fleets away, 
The Gospel day-itur springB to burth» 

Whoie brigbtv pidtunve my 

Shall glow, till a glorious morning brings 
Eternity's cloudless day. 
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THE DEFECTION OF THE DISCIPUBS^ 

"llieD an the dlsdptet forMok htm tad fl«k^'— St. Miti^. 

Thdl — and from whom ? The Idan of woe 

Who in Gethsemane had felt 
Such pangs as bade tbe blood^drops il9«r ' , ' 

And the crasbed beart witb angufsb melt 1 ' 
They who were gathered round his board» • ' . 

Partook his love, beheld his poweiw ii U-'^"* 
Saw the aick beaied^ the dead restorad» • ^ : <'{ 

Fail'd they to watch one IbaiAil boort 
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Mjtedt Yet one there was who laid 

His head upon that eacrcd breast, 
By Friendship's holy ardor made • 'v-^ 

A cherishedy ao ilituitnous guest ; ' i 
One too, who walked with Christ tbe wnw 

When the mad sea coiili ssed liie swayy. '^'^ ^ 
And stranirely sealed her gapmg gravOi v 'tfT 
Fled forgetfully away} : - lu^ 
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YeB.^^U foraook the Master's aide 
When foes and dangrers clustered rocmdi 

And when in bitterness he cried, 
'Mid the dread garden's awful bound, 

Yet knew tbey not how near him stood 
The host of Heaven, a gpuardiaa tiaiiiy 

Deploring man's intrratitude, 
And wondering at his Saviour's pain. 

Oh ! ye, whose hearts in secret bleed 

O'er transient Hope, like morning dew. 
O'er friendship faithless in your need. 

Or love to all its vows untrue, 
Who shrink from Persecution's rod 

Or slander's fang, or Treacheiy's tone^ 
Look meekly to the Son of God, 

And in his griefs forget your own* 

Forsaken are yo 1 — so was he,— 

Reviled 1 — yet check the vengefUl wordr- 
Rejected 1— should the servant be 

Exalted o'er liis suffering Lord 1 
Kor deem that Heaven's omniscient eye 

Is e'er regardless of your lot^ 
Deluded man from God may fly, 

But wlieii was man by God forgot ? 
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ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND* 

Bam puseth henoeg— a fiiend ftom loving finendB^ 
A mother from lier diildreii. Time hath ihed 

No frost upon her, ajid the tree of life 

Qows in the fireshness of its summer prime.^ 

Yet Still ahepasseth hence: Her work on earth 

Boon done and weD. Here was the onwavering mind» 

The untiring liand in duty. Firm of soul 

And pure in paiposef on the eteni&i Bock 

Of Chrifltian trust her energies reposed. 

And sought no tribute fWmi a idiadowy wodd. 

Her early Ijope and homage clave to God, 

When the bright skies, the untroubled foonts of youth 

Witik all their 80Dg-bird8» all their flowen rose up 

To tempt her spirit. So^ ia hours of pain 

He did remember her^ and on her brow 

And in her breast the do?e-like messenger 

Found peaoeM home. 

Oh thou whom grieving love 
Would blindly pinion in this vale of tears, 
Fsiewell i It is a glorious flight for faith 
To trace thy upward path, above this clime 
Of change and storm. We will remember thee 
At thy turf-bed, — and 'mid the twilight hour 
Of sdemn musing, when the buried ^end 
Comes back so ^dsibly, and seems to fill 
The vacant chair, our speech shall be of thee. 
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CHILD LEFT IN A STORIL 

Adapted to a paiiiUnf of Sallj. 

"The scene is the sea-shore, — a storm has suddenly come op,— the 
company are all running for shelter, — the little child m forpotten,— and 
as innocence knows no fear^ coniinues to play with the waveb, as they 
break over its feet" 

Why doBt tiiou sport amid these sweUing wavoSi 

Child of the fiolic brow 1 The biUowB roll 

Fottning and veziDg with a maniac's wiatfif 

To do unuttered deeds, — and the wild clouds 

Muster and frown, as if bold Midnight reared 

Her throne at noonday. Heareet thou not the winds 

Uttering^ their luflkn threats 1 Is this a time 

To lave that snowy foot 1 Away ! Away ! 

— What I have all fled ] — and art thou left alone 

By those who wandered with thee on the beach 

In the ftir sim-li^ht of a sommer^s mora ? 

ForgoUen thus ! lladst tlioii a mother, — sweetl 

Oh i — no — no^no. She had not turned a^vay 

Though the strong tempest swelled to tenfold wiatfa^^ 

8he had not fled without thee, had not breathed 

In safety or at ease, save when she heard 
Tliy murmured tone beside her, — had not alept 
Until thy drenched and drooping curls were dfied 
In her fond bosom. Nature made 
A mother to forget. Why, slic had dared 
Yon fiercest surge to save thee, or had plungedt 
Clasping thee dose and doser, down* down, down* 
Where thou art going. 

- Lo, the breakers rush 
Bellowing to demand thee* Shiink not child i 
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Innocence need not fear. Go to thy sleep 
OceanV mtnLem flowm. The loUaby 
Qf the meiTOBiden shaU be thy requiem, 
And the white coral thou didst love to mix 
Among thy penciled shells, shall lightly rear 
A canopy abo?e thee. Amber drops 
Shan gem thy golden tresses, and thy ear 
Jso more the echoes of the warring main 
Appalled ahall hear. Thy God shall guard thy rest. 



TH£ PESTILENCE. 

I HEAR it on the blast. There is a sound 

Of heavy pinions on the midnight dovid» 

A wailing riseth from the strong 

He with the busiest of the throncr did mix 

When morning shone» and now ere set of sun, 

The gasp and death-ciy warn thee where be lies. 

—Death treadeth on the heels of buoyant healtht 

Leaving no interval for shrift or prayer. 

The hearse doth meet us wheresoever we turn* 

And pass unheededt like a houseliold thing. 

The angel of Destraetion walks his rounds 

At noon-day in the city, and the tomb 

Doth gather xiches till its treasure-vaults 

O'eiflow. Around tiieur moomAil board at eve^ 

^nie stricken and diminished circle draw» 

Each on the other fixing that sad glance 

Which Bsksi *^whQ nexiV, While every heart respoodsb 



Uigitized by Google 



MM* •noomt'd %W 

** Lord ii it IV* But 'mid the mouroM homes 
Where pallid fear and agony chaatifle 

Each wonted joy, — say, are there none who read 

In all earth's change the couiiaels of the skies % 

NoiWy who close wrapped in panoply divine, 

Show theur ftith'a value in^thia hoar of need I 

Upt ye who fbllow with unahiinkin^ step 

Him who o'ercame the grave, — ^up, trim your iampi 

And do hia holy will. Amid the hamita 

Of poverty and pauii with angel-step 

Send fbrth yom* hoonty. On the chertehed field 

Where God hath given you nurture, iix the eye, 

As one who soon may leave it. Lurks there aoght 

Of tare or bramble, in year hallowed bower! 

Amid the vineyard of your dearest hopes, 

Lurks there no root of bitterness '\ — no seed 

Of troth unsown, which you would fiun have watched 

Unto the harvest 1 Are there olive-phmts 

Around your table, and do baleM weeds 

Corrupt their root, or with their bloBsoms twine 1 

Go to your work with diligence, as one 

Whose tune is short Strike to the secret heait 

A searchint^ glance, — and if aught linger there. 

Though shrouded cunningly, — one evil gennj— 

Be firm in extirpation, and invoke 

^le aid of that pure spirit, who doth deign 

To dwell in fleshly temples and prepare 

Equal for life or death, the trusting soul. 
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GARAFUJA MOHALBY. 

A beautiful Greek girl, adopted by a benevolent family in BostOQi 
who fell a victim to a rapid consuuiption, at the age of tliiiU^itiii* 

8wxBT biid of Ispaia ! who fled 
From tynntB o*6r the toesingf seat 

And on the winds of frecdora shed 

Thy wildly classic :iir iody, 
Iiove at thy tender wajrbliiig woke^ 

A fereign land was home to tfaee^ 

And stranger accents fondly spoke 

The welcome of paternity. 

Why was thy tarrying here so brief, 

Thou sheltered in a&ction'a bnaati 
Here were no woes to wake thy grief, 

No dangers to disturb thy rest : — 
All ! thou hadst heard of that blest clime 

Where everlasting glories beanv— 
Perchance its pageantry sublime 

Had burst upon thy raptured dream. 

Thy briglit whig spread. Should aught detain 

The prisoner in a cage of clay. 
When echoing from the heavenly plain 

Congenial tones flnbid delay ! 
Ho, — Where no archer's shaft can fly, 

No winter check the tuneful sphere^ 
Bise wanderer to thy native sky, 

And wailde in a Saviour's ear. 
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I* The Son of Man, is Lord of the Sabbath."— Matthew xii, 8. 

Behold, the day of rest. The purple mom 
Ab if baptiz'd in purer light* doth spread 
Its banner Ibfth. Toil wean a cheerftd snutei 
And Piety, in silent prayer reclines, 
Pondering the page inspired. 

There was a Seer 
Who *neath Beeish^'s groves, in ancient days 
Dwelt as a prince. Once, toward Moriah's mount, 
To do a strajige and feaifiil sacrifice. 
He joumey'd with his son. Just where its base 
Sprang steeply from the valley's breast, he paus'df 
And to Ills servants spake, — " Abide ye here, 
While we ascend and worship.'' Thus our souls 
Would charge the busy cares that thro' the week 
Held them in bondagor-^ Enter not the bound 

Of consecration ; yo are of tixe eartbf 
Here resti till we reUurn." 

Thout who didst rise 
O'er the seai'd sepdchre, the Roman guard 
Rigorous and vigilant, so grant us grace 
To risey on this thy day. And when we come - 
Down fiom the mount of blessing, to cor paths 
Of daily care and duty, should we ask 
Imperative, our happiness from Earth, 
Send us that message which the angels spake 
To those who mournful search'd thy vacant tonb» 
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So g^ve us power to walk 
Even tin tnotber Sabbath, with a heart 
nU of «oblime remembnuicea, a brow 

Bearing them brightly forth, like him who beam'd 
0& Sinai'a cli% the language of the akiea. 



ON SEEING A LADY*S GOLD CHAIN, AMONG THE 

OFFERINGS AT A TDAIPERAAXE SOCIETY. 

WovLD that thoa hadat a Toiee^ thou graceM toy, 
To tell me of the giver. Fancy paints 
A young and radiant brow, and a dear eye 
yitiidH"g with holier light, as thoa wort throwift 
Off from the polishM neck. Thoa wert, perchanoei 
Some favor'd gift, the talisman of Love, 
Or Eriendahip'a bright memento. Still 'tia well. 
That thoa art here. Henceforth that Love ahall be 
Bemember'd by the ballow'd deeds that Mesa 
And save mankind ; nor could pure Friendship ask 
A truer token than the heaven-wiought links 
Thai bind the sool to virtae. 

Sogofbrth, 

Thou flittering" gift, well barter 'd for the wealth 
Of changeless memory. She who wore thee Once, 
With the fond thrill of vanity, hath fbund 
A better ornament, than gold or pearla. 
Or rich array. 

Blest stranger, still be true 
To mercj*s angel^piompting. What thine hand 
Can do Ibr other's good, do with the ni^ 
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Of woman's tendernesa. With flowefy Hiiks 
Of soft persuaaion, draw the erring soul 
Backftom tlMt beetliDg pncipKei wbaxefio^^ 
The fiery flood of nun* Tdl to uprool 

Those weeds of Vice, that by tlic wayside springf 

Or in the garden, 'mid its choicest flowexSf 

UnhlnwhingJy intrude. Beienely ehow 

In thine own mintly ]]fe» the UeMednew 

Of that meek mind, which Temperance and Peace 

Fair-handed sisters, guide in duty's path, 

Aod cxown with beaiity» that eurviiree the tomh* 



DEATH OF AN AGED MAN. 

' Riest weary spirit, to e leehn of leet t 

Sorrow hath had her will of thee, and Painf 
With a destroyer's fury probM thy breast, 
Bot thoiiff the vietocy through Christ didst gein s 

Risey fieed from stain. 

Yean wrote ihm histofy on thy funow^d brow 

In withering" lines ; and Time like ocean's foam 
Swept o'er the shores of hope» tiU thou didst know 
Earth's emptiness. But now no more to roam 

PlasB to thy home. 

Blest filial Love reseu'd its freshest wreath 

Of chang-eless green and blooming buds for thee. 
And o'er thy bosom threw its grateful breathi 
When the waste world, hot weeds of miseiy 

Spread for thine eye. 
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So long and meekly, 'neith the Clnsteiier^ Tod| 

Thou, whoee firm faith beheld with raptur'd glow 
The zaninectioii cteve the kurial-sodt 

GolofhyCM. 



^tHY WILL BE DONE," 

Wbiii with nncloiided my 
Shinee the bright Sun, 

When summer streamlets playt 

And all aroond is gay« 

Then ehafi the spirit eayi 
« Thy win be done 1" 

No. — When the flowers of love 

Fade, one by one, 
When in its blasted gme 
The riioddering hesrt doth moi 

Then say, and look above 
''ThywUU done." 



Uigitized by Google 



217 



DEATH OF WILBERFORCE. 
In AMD load 

The blood-stam on their tablet. Then I marked 
A tonent rushing from its mountain heiglity 
Beaihig the aptom Imeif while its tttmgHh 
Amon^ the arid sands of Vanity 
Did spend itself, and lo ! a warning voice 
Sighed o*er the Ocean of Eternity^ 

History came» 
Sublimely soaring on her wing of light. 
And many a name of palatine and peer. 
Monarch and prince on her proud scroll she boie^ 
Blazoned by fame. But, 'mid the sea of time. 
Helmet, and coronet and diadem 
Rose boastful upi and shone, and disappeaiedt 
like the white foam-crest on the toesing wave^ 
Foigotten, while beheld. 

I heard a knell 
Toil slow amid the consecrated aisles 
Where slumber England's dead, A solenm diige 
Broke forth amid the tomb of kings, and said 
That man was dust. And then a nation's tears 

down like rain, for it was meet to moom. 
But ftom the hmd of pahn-trees, where doth flow 
Sweet incense forth fVom grove, and gum, and flowerj 
Came richer tribute, breathing o'er that tomb 
A prostrate nation's thanks. 

Yea, AfHc knelt, 
That mourning motlier, and throughout the earUi 
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Taught her uii fettered children to repeat 
The name of Wiiberibrce« and bless the spot 
Made sacrad by his ashei. Yea, the Woiid 
Aiiiee upon her cnmibling tfame, to pfaiae 
The lofty mind that never knew to bwcrve 
Though holy truth should summon it to meet 
The 6owB of the embattled muvme. 
And so I bowed me down in thie far node 

Of the far West, and proudly traced the name 
Of Wilberforce upon my country's scroU, 
To be ber guides as efae unchained the elave^ 
And the bright model of her sons who seek 

True glory. And from every village-haunt 
And school, where rustic Science quamtly reignsy 
I called the little onevi end forth they came 
To bear of AfUc'e GhampioOy and to bleee 

The hrm iu purpose and the full of dayd. 



THE CHRISTIAN MOURNER. 

I SAW a dark procearion slowly wind 

'Mid funeral shades, and a lone mourner stand 
Fast by the yawning of the pit that wiielm*d 
His bosom's idoL 

Then the sable scene 

Faded away, and to Inn ulter'd home 
Sad Fancy follow 'd him, and saw him fold 
His one^ lone babe^ in agoniz'd embiacet 
And kiss the biow cf trusting innocence^ 
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Tliat in its bleesed ignorance wail'd not 
A mother loet. Yet she who would have watched 
Each germ of intellect, each bud of truth, 
Each fair unfolding of the fruit of Heaven 
With thrilling joy, was like the nmrbie cold. 
—There were the flowers she planted, blooming fair, 
As if in mockery, — there the varied stores 
That in the beauty of their order charm'd 
At once the tastefiil, and the studious hour, 
Pictures, and tinted shells, and treasured tomes, 
But the presiding mind, the cheerful voice, 
The greeting glance, the spirit-stirring smile, 
Are fled forever. 

And he knoweth all ! 

Hath felt it all, deep in hia tortur'd soul. 
Till reason and philosophy did faint, 
Beneath a giief like his. Whence hath he then 
The power to comfort otheis, and to speak 
Thus of the refiurrection 1 

He hath found 
That hope, which is an anchor to the soul. 
And with a martyr-courage holds him up 
To bear the wiil of God. 

Say, ye who tempt 
The sea of life, by smnmer-gales impell'd 
Have ye tins anchor 1 Sure, a time will come 

For storms to try you, aad strong blasts to rend 
Your painted sails, and shred your gold like chaff 
O'er the wild waire ; and uhat a wreck is nun 
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" I will wait upon the Lord that hideth his lAce«''-'l8aiaii. 

Where'er thine earthly lot is cast, 

Whate'er its duties prove, 
To toil 'neath Penury's piercing bkstt 

Or sbare the cell of lo^e, 
Or *mid the pomp of wealth to live, 

Or wield of power the rod. 
Still aa a ftithtbl servant strive 

To wait alone on <3od. 

Should disappointment's blighting sway 

Destroy of joy the bloom, 
Till one by one, thy hopes decay 

In darkness and the tomb, 
Shoold Heaven its cheering smile withhold 

Prom thy dibaslrous fate, 
And foes arise like billows boidf 
Stillf on Jehovah wait. 

When timid dawn her couch ibnnkesi 
Or noon-day splendors glide 

Or eve, her curtain'd pillow takes 

While watchM stars proside, 
Or midnight warns the hosts of cars 

Far fVom his ebon throne, 
Unwearied in thy fervent prayer 
Wait thott on God alone* 

But should he still conceal his face 
Till flesh and spirit ilu], 

And bid thee darkly run the race 
Of Time's receding valet 
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With what a doublj glorious lay 

His smile wiU lig^ht that sky 
Where ransom 'd souis rejoicing lay 
Their xobea of moomiiig by. 



JUDGE TRUMBULL. 

I SAW him in his rovcrie. Nif^^ht had drawn 
Dense curtains o'er the slumbermg, snow-rob'd earth« 
And a kmo lamp its fitful lustre threw 
Upon his mtuing brow. 'Twas marked by age, 
' And thoijorlit profound, perchance, with sadneas Luig'd, 
Yet Irom the piercing eye that beauty beam'd 
Which wrinkled Time respecteth. 

This was he» 
Whose shaft of Wit had touch'd the epic stram 
With poignant power, the father of the harp» 
In his own native vales. He seem'd to muse 
As if those lov'd xetreats did spread themselves 
Again before his eye. The si^hin^ wind 
Througii the long branches of those ancient trees 
Where first his boyhood lisp'd the lore of 60Dg« 
Doth liili his soul. Then brighter visions eom0» 
A soond of music rises. 'Tis thy voice 
Connecticut ! as when by vernal raais 
Surcharged, it swelled in tuneful murmurs roimd 
The vine-^dad manstoo, where his children gxew. 
But lo ! the clangor of yon mighty lakes 
Holdingr hoarse conflict with the wincjed storm 
breaks up the mek)dy. And is it so I 
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That In the ftebleneas of ibiir scose yean^ 
TI1C1119 with unahriiikipg hand d(»t pitch thy lent 

Near the rude billows of the Michigan, 
And mark ia that far land, young life start forth 
In vigor and in beauty and in power. 
Where ent the Indian and the panther dwelty 
Sde lords t It was a bdd emprise to change 
The robe of science and of minstrelsy, 
Worn from thy cradle onward, for the staff 
Of the rough emigrant. 

Again I look'd, 
His lamp had faded, and the learned page 
Was cloe'd within ius study. Tiie blest book 
Of €k>d'B great love to man» was open atill : 
Where was the eye that ponder'd it % the heart 
Tiiat prizM it more than Greek or Roman lore 1 
— There was a shroud, a pali, a tender sigh 
Of Woman's grief, and *neath the broken soda 
Of that New World, the patriarch poet lies, 
•*And * dust to dust* concludes our noblt\st song." 
^Master and friend ! until this feeble lyre 
In silence mouldeis, till my heart forget 
The thrill of gratitude^ the love of song. 
The praise of virtue, shall thine image dwell 
Bright with the beauty of benignant age 
In my soul's templenshrine* 
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PRAYER. 

**Peter, therefore^ was kept in praoD,-<bnt prayer wis mad^i with 
oot oeaangi of the Church unto God for hiiii,''--Actt joL 6* 

Hi slept between two eoidiers, bound with chainst 
Waiting the hour, when wily Hezod's hand 
Should point his m vlyr-dooiii. Yet stiUf he eUpt^ 
Peacefbl as the youngs babe. And 1o ! a light 
Gleam'tl o'er the dungeon-darkiiessi and a voice 
Not of this earthy poured forth the high cmnimiid, 
«• Fetery— ortM." 

Then the inrestinif chaing 
Melted from oflf his limbs, and he arose 
And rob'd himself and girt his sandals on, 
And fbllow'd where the wondering messenger 
Guided, with shining track. Hie iron gate, 
That guarded portal of the City's wall, 
As if it knew Heaven's high ambassador, 
Tnm'd on its tnassf hinge. So^ on they past, 
Free and unquestioned, till the seraph's wing 
Outspread, in parting flight. With snowy trace 
Awhile it hover'dy^then, like radiant star 
From its bright oibit loosed, went soaring 
High o'er the arch of night. 

Then Peter knew 
The Angel of the Lord, — for he had deem'd 
Some blessed vision held his tranced sightt 
In strange illusion. 

With the voice of praiso, 
His joyous steps a well known threshhold sought, 
The home of Mary. Midnight reign'd aroundi 
And heavy sleep hung o*er Jerosalem. 
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Yet Jim the7 shmiber'd not. A sigh ame 

Of ardent supplication, for the friend 

III durance and in chains. But can ye paint 

The Bstonish'd gaze^ with which those teaiM eyes 

Did fiurten on his featuvee, as he atood 

Sudden, amid the group ? 

High Heaven had heard 
The (nayer of faith* And heaid it not the bieath 
Of gratitude, from every trembling lip» 
Ascribino" ^^ory to the Lord of Hosts, 
Who^^c {loly angci had his servant freed 
From the high-handed malice of the Jew% 
And ton the wrath of Herod! 

Ye, who held 
The key of prayer, dial key which entereth Heaven^ 
How long will ye be doubtful ? and how long 
Seek from brief ESarth, the help she cannot ghre^ 
Choosing hex biokeu cioteiu^ I &ayl how Umgf 



THE BROKEN VASE, 

So, here thou art in ruins, briUiant Vase, 
Beneath my footatepe. *Tis a pity, sure. 
That aught so beautiihl* ahould find ita fttOi 
From caielesfl fingers. 

Fain would I divine 
Thy history. Who ahap'd thy graceful fbnn, 
And touch'd thy pue^ tranapaient brow wiih tints 
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Of vaiied hue, and gave the eiuuael'd xobOf 
Beep-wnnightt with gold I 

Thou wert a coetly gift. 

Perchance, a present to some fair young bndo, 

Who 'mid her wedding-treasures nicely pack'd 

Thee in soft cottoD that the jarring wheel 

0*er the rough road careering, might not mar 

Thy symmetry. Within her new abode. 

She proudly plac'd thee, rich with breathing fioweX8» 

And as the magic ahell ihmi ocean borne 

Doth hoard the murmnr of its coral-cavea, 

So thou didst tell her twilight reverie, tales 

Of lier iar home, and seem to breathe the tones 

Of her yonngy sporting sisters. 

'Tis in vain ! 

No art may join these fragmeiits, or cumeut 
Their countless chasms. 

And yet there's many a wieck 
Of costlier things, for which the wealth of Earth 

May yield no reparation. 

He, who hangs 
His all of happiness on beauty's smile^ 
And 'mid that dear illnsion, treads on thomsp 

And ^Is no wound, or climbs the rocky steep 
Unconscious of fatigue, hath ofl-times marked 
A ^ring dolphin's bnghtness at his feett 
And ibimd it but the bubble of his hopOi 
Disparting like the rainbow. 

They who run 
Ambition's race, and on their compeers tread 
With ibver'd eagerness to grasp the goals 



XBf. mmmamw'm romn. 



Oft oee the envied priae^ like waxen toj 
Mdl in the peaakm-etruggle. 

He, who toils 
Till lonely midnight, o'er the waning lamp* 
Twining the cobweb of poetic thooghty 
Or foiging linka fiom Leaniing'B molten gold» 
Till his brain dazzles, and his eye turns dim, 
Then spreads his gatherings with a proud delight 
To the cM boeom'd publici oft perceiveB 
Each to hia hxm and merehandiae»f ' letam 
Regardless of his wisdom, or perchance 
Doth hear the hammer of harsh criticiaoif 
Grinding his ore to powder, finer fiur 
Than the light aand of Congo's yeSow stream. 
-^Yea, 'mid (jarlh's passing pilgrmis, many a one 
Of its new-gain'd possessions, fondly proad. 
Both like the Patriarch, find hia seven yeaxs' toil 
Paid with a poor deceit. 

Crush'd Vase, farewell. 
I thank thee for thy lesson. Thou hast warn'd 
That the heart'a tieasnies be not rashly risk'd 
In earthen Tesaeb, but in caskets storM, 
Above the wreckmg muiifitry of Time. 
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THE TOWER AT MONTEVIDEO. 

Written after visiting the beantifol summer residence of Danikl 
Wadsworth, Esq., on Talcot mountain* near HarUbid, Conn.,wbidi 
bears the name of Montevideo. 

FuiiL many a year hath past away, 

Thou rude, old Tower, so sterri and greyi 
Since tirst I came* enthusiast lonCi 
To wonhip at thy hennit thvoiie« 
»Tho' wintry Idasty and sweepnig rain 
Have markM tlioe with thoir iron stauiy 
Yet lireely springing at thy feet, 
New beftutiea wreathe their garland sweet 
Young flowers the ancient wilds perfhmey 
In tangled dells, fresh roses bloom, 
And foliage wraps with mantle deepi 
The tiap-iock ledges, harsh and steep. 
^Still spreads the lake its mirror 
The forest-warblers charm the ear, 
The glorious prospect opens wide 
Its vailed page ui summer's pride. 
And tasteftd hands have defUy wove 
Enchantment's spell o*er vale and strove. 
Farewell old Tower I thou still shalt be 
Remember'd as a friend by me. 
Who hring*8t from time's recorded track 
The buds of joy profusely back, 
And sweetly from thy turrets hoar 
The song of gratitude doet poor. 
Nor spare around my path to fling, 
Young Memory's brigliest blossoming. 
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-M^Wheii n&tt we meeti perchance, the tnoe 

Of age shall tint Uiy tottering base, 
And I, with added plamnefis show 
The wrinkied lines that cam bestow, 
But Nature, still serene and fair. 

No thread uf silver in her liLiir, 

No furrow'd mark on ijrow or cheek, 

The same rich dialect shall speak, 

With silent finger upward pointingv 

And forehead pure with Heaven'y anointing, 

And smile more eloquent than speech, 

The lessons of her Bire shall teach« 



BIRTH-DAY VERSES TO A LITTLE GIRL. 

I DO bethink me of a feeble babe, 

To whom tiie gitt of life did seem a toil 

It trembled to take up, and of the care 

That tireless nuifturM her by night and day , 

When it would seem as if tlie fainting breath 

Must leave her bosom, and her fair blue eye 

Sank 'neath its lids, like some crushed violet, 

^^ix winters came, and now that self-same babe 

Wins with her needle, the appointed length 

Of her light task, and learns with patient seal 

The dafly lesson, tracmg on her map 

All climes and regions of the peopled earth. 

With tiny hand, sae guides the writer's quill, 

To grave those lines thiough which the soul doth speak, 
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And pours in timid tones, the hymn at eve. 
She from the pictured page, doth scan the thbes 
That level in the air, or cleave the flood. 
Or roam the wOd, deligfatiiig moGh to know ' 

Their various natures, iind tlicir habits all, 

From the huge clephaiit» to the small fly 

TlMt Imth but a day, yet in that day 

le happy, and outspreads a ■hinmgf mngf 

Exulting in the mighty Maker's care. 

She weeps that man should barb the monarch^whaley 

In his wild ooean-home» and wound the dove, 

And snaie the pigeon, hasting to its nest 

To feed its yoiHig, and hunt the flying deer, 

And find a pleasure in the pain he gives. 

She tells the sweetly modulated tale 

To her young brother, and devoutly cheeis 

At early morning, seated on his knee 

Her hoary grandsire from the Book of God, 

Who meekly happy in his Iburscoie yean^ 

Mourns not the dimness gfathering o^er lua sight, 

But with a saintl}^ kindness, bows him down 

To diink from her young lip, the lore he loves. 

Fond, gentLe child, who like a flower that hastes 
1\> 'burst its sheath, hath come so qjuickly ibrth, 
A sweet companion, walking by my side, — 
Thou, whom thy &ther loveth, and thy friends 
Oeligfat to praise, lift thy young heart to Ckxl,^ 
That whatsoe'er doth please hun in thy liib 
He may perfect, and by his Spirit's power 
Rmnove each germ of evil, that thy soul 
When tfaifl brief discipline of ttme is o'er 
May rise to praise him with an ongd'asoog. 

SO 



■ 
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NATURE'S BEAUTY* 

I toooB «i Nature's beanlyy and it came 
like a Ueit spirit to my inmost heait, 

And darkness fled away. The fraorraut breeze 
Swept o'er me, aa a tale of other times, 
Idfting the curtain from the ancient cdb 
Of eaiiy memory. The yoang vine put fbrtfi 
Her quivering tenJrils, while the patron bou<^h 
Lured their light clasping with that lore which leaves 
Do whisper to each other, when they lean 
To drink the mmdc of the summer-shower. 

There was a sound of win^s, and through the mesh 
Of her green-latticed chamber, stole the bird 
Xo cheer her callow young. The stream flowed oDi 
And on its lakeJike breast, the bending trees 
Did glass themseh t s with sucli serene repose. 
That their still haunt seemed holy. The spent sun 
Turned to iiis rest, and full his parting ray 
To mountain-top, and spire, and verdant grov^ 
And burnished casement, and reposing nest, 
Spake benediction. And the vesper-strain 
Went breathing up from eveiy plant and flower* 
The rose did fold itsetf, as at the cry 
From tlio high minaret, " to pratjer! to prayer 
The Moslem kneels ; and the half-sleeping eye 
Of the young violet, looked devoutly fbrth, 
like the meek shepherd ftom his cottage door, 
When tlie clear hbrn doth warn the Alpine cliflf^, 
To praise the Lord, And then the queenly Moon 
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Came thfongrh Heaven's portal* High ber vestal tain 

Did bear their brilliant cressets in their hands. 
Trembling with pride and pleasure. Beauty lay, 
Idke a bioad mantle, on each slumbering dell, 
And to the domes that peeved through woven abadesb 

Crave attic rrraco. I3ut on one roof, the eje 
Did gaze instinctively, singling it out 
SVom all this flood of lovelinesi^ as tmns 
The mariner to some ihir isle of rest. 
Calling it home. I love to see thee raise 
Thjr staioleas forehead throucrli tiic sheltering ehOf 
Sequestered mansion. Other forms than those 
That I have reared, may in thy aurseiy play. 
Yet ne'er will 1 fort^et tlice. Stranger-tones 
May wake the echoes of thine airy halls, 
And other names than his, whose classic taste 
Reaied thy pure columns, and thy haunts adorned* 

May claim thy mastership : for change doth write 

With Protean pencil* oa all things that loaa 
Would call his own. 

It is not meet that eaiCh 

Or aught of cartlily heritage, assume 
Heaven's feature of duration. Yet 'tis sweet. 
On Nature's beanteous page, to vsad of Godt 
And I would bear the picture In my heart 

Of these sweet woods and waters, 8ummer«dieat 
And angel-voiced, until I lay me dowa 

Oa the lov pillow of my last repose. 
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DEATH OF DR. TODD, THE PRINCIPAL OF TUii 
BETBSAT FOR THE INSANE, IN CONN. 

Fkw liave been momned like thee* The wiee and good 

Do gatlier many weepers round theii loaib, 
And true Afiection makes her heart an urn 
Fov the dftPMrted idoL till that heart 
Hi adiea. With meh Bomw art thou moamedt 
And more than this. There is a cry of woe 
Within the halls of yon majestic dome— 
A tide of grieg which Reason may not check. 
Nor Faith*a deep anchor ftthom* 

Straining eyes 
That gaze on vacancy, do search for thee, 
Wfacee wand could put to flight the flmcied ille 
Of sick imagination* The wrecked heart 
Keepedi the echo of thy soothing voice 
An everlasting' sigh within its cells. 
And morbidly upon that music feeds* 
Mind's broken column 'mid its ruins bean 
Thf cluBeDed fbatures. Thy dark eye looks fi>ith 
From Memory's watch-tower on the phrenzy dream,~^ 
Ruling its imageiy, or with strange power 
Controlling madness, as the shepherd's harp 
Subdued the moody wrath of brael's king. 
Even where the links of thought and speech are broke^ 
'Mid that most Jib solute and perfect wreck. 
When throneless Reascm flies her idiot-iRw» 
Thou hast a place. The flragments of the soul 
Do bear thine impress — shadowy, yet endeared, 
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Aod multiplied by ooliiilleMiiumriet. 

Beside some happy hearth, where fire-side joys 
And renovated health, and heaven*bom hope 
Swell high in contnst with the maniec'e ceUt 
Thoq art remembered by sonie gnteftil heait, 
With the deep rapture of that luoatici 
Whom Jesus healed. 

But there's a wail for thee 
Vnm tbxoogs whom this oapitying world doth cast 
Oat of her company, the scomedf the banned, 

The excommunicate. Thou wert their friend^ 

Thy wasting midnight vigU was for tiiem : 

The toalt the walching, and the stifed pang 

That stamped thee as a martyr, were finr them* 

They could not thank thee, save with tluit strange shriek 

Which wounds the gentle ear. Yet thou didst walk 

In thy high ministiy of love and power, . 

As a magician *mid their spectre-fiieB 

And burning visions. Thou didst mark sublime 

Death's angel sweeping o'er thy studious pagCi 

Andt at his chiU monition^ laying down 

The boasted treasures of philosophy 

Didst clothe thyself in meekness, as a child 

WaitiDg the &Ahei'8 wilL 

And so farewell, 
Tluafiill <ii love to an whom God hath made» 

Thou tuned to melody, go home ! go home I 
Where music hath no dissonance, and Love 
Doth poise forever on her perfect wing. 



20* 
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LAFAYETTE. 

Thkes was a aoond of war, 
A 0pmt4rtimiig shock, 

A new-born nation strove for life, 
And a monarch came down with his baoaered stiift^ , 
As the lion meets the flock* 

« 

V 

A yoothfiil hefo ciossed 
The raging of the sea, 

The lilood of France wa,s in his heart. 
And it glowed as it toolv that in&ot's part, 
Who straggled to be fiee. 

Yeais sped their noiseless flight. 
The warriore went to rest, 

And the ftill-grown child with a giant's might. 
Went forth in the strength of his lordly right. 
And watched by ocean's billows hiight, 
For the coming of a guest* 

And the shout of welcome sped 

From the mountain to the main, 
Fresh flowers of gratitude wreathed a crown, 
And the veteran's tear with the babe's fell down, 

Idke » gosh of smnmer rain. 

The idfd-hero came. 

Not with his sword of might, 
The silver-hairs on his brow were strown. 
And the eye was sunk, that like lightmqg sbone^ 

In the van of the sUnmy fight 
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He had breathed the dungeon damps, 
He had drank the draught of fame, 
When the clime of his birth like a maniac rushed, - 
And the blood of kings from its fountain gushed, 
He had stood at his post the same. 

By Memory's chart he sought 

For dell, and rock, and stream, • , 
But a spell of magic had fallen around, , j 

And cities arose where the forest frowned. 
And the far, lone lake, with masts was crowned. 
Like the change of a fairy dream. 

The exulting pulse beat high. 

In the heart of this western zone. 
His home was the breast of the free and brave, 
No sceptred king, with the world his slave, 

E'er sate on such a throne. 

But there came a solemn knell, 

0*er the summer breeze it stole. 
From town, and tower, and village bell 
On our listening nation's ear it fell, 

And woke the mourner's soul." 

The hero slept in dust. 

The mighty bore his pall, 
The tears of love on his tomb were shed. 
The glory of earth was around his head. 
But from honor, and wealth, and bliss he fled 

To the liighest joy of all. 

• < 

« 

« 



830 •Momnr'f pouu. 

LAST HOURS OF THE HON. WILLIAM WUIT. 

See, he communetli at the gate of heaven. ^ * 
Call him not back. 

Detain him not with tean^ 

Ye loying ones, who fuom your being's dawn. 
Have in your reverence shrined him, next to God. 

He drinks the ecqji alone, moat tender wifei . 
He» who 00 bng hath held no earthly draught 
Of woe, or happiness, unshared by thee* 

He drinks the cup alone. Thou may'st not drain 
Its bitter dregs for hinii nor fearless place 
Thy soul in his soul's stead, as fhin thou wonld'flt 
If 'twere thy Father's will. 

Is this that fbnn, 
So late with manhood's majesty replete ? 
Is this that lofty hiow tan whence lodced forth 
Tho zuHug mind. 

How, like the flower of grass, 
Is all we call per&ction I How doth man 
Fall firom his gloiy, if one baleful breath 
But stir his nerves, or check the refluent tide 
That visits every vein, or sweep those cells 
Unkindly, where his lucid thoughts are born ! 

The ^ is openedJ* Hark, it is the last, 
Last sound, from that pale Hp. What scans fStie eye 
That through the shroud of dim disease doth dart 
Such brightening ray I 

Do hovering angels show 
The untold riches of that leahn, which needs 
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Nor BunaomiooatolightitT Dotheffpmd 
Tlie tokens of zodeeming love to cheer * 

The heart that straggling with the wreathed bond 
Of earth's most dear and sacred charities, 
Doth find them rooted in itf deepest core Y 
The ioor tM iifmudJ^ 

Enter in, thou blest 
And holy soul. 'Twere sin to bind thee here. 
The pmdeet flight of this cky-cempessod thought* 
Boasting itself all lunitless, daies not 
To follow thee, or shadow forth thy bliss. 

Farewell 1 Ikrewell ! thou who did'st meekly draw 
Thy pmest tieasuxes from the Book of Godt 
And wear theniv as an aaiiileC» to ddeld 
Thy breast from stain 1 Still shall thy country grare 
Thy name upon the Uiim of her heart, 
Till her exulting poises cease to beat 
O'er the true gieatness of her gifted sons. 



ON READING THE DESCRIPTION OF POMPEII, IN 
THE " KEMAmS OF THE REV. E. D. GRimN.'* 

" In the ffarden of a villa was found the skeleton of a man, carrying 
keys in one band and money and gold omamenta in the other. Before 
eotmog the gate of the city, you perceive theminsof theguard-honae^ 
in wUiSi was found the skeleton of a soldier, with lance m hand." 

7 Wr in Italy and Switzerland, 

It was the evening of the day of God» 

And silence reigned around. The waning lamp 
Gleamed heavilyi and gathering o'er my heart 
There seemed a musing sadness. 
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Ethereal epirit! on thy eUtfaie wiogt 

Bidding me follow thee. 

And so I sought 
The lained cities of Itali&'s pkiii» « 
And with thee o'er Pompeii's ashes tiod» 
Courting the friendship of a buried world, 

'Tis feaiM to behold the tide of life 
In all the tosaings of its fervid strength 
Thus petrified, and every painted bark 
That spread its gay sail o'er the rippling surge 
Sealed to its depths. 

Thoa haggard skelelooy 
Clotching with bony band thy hoarded gold* 
What boots it tlius those maissy keys to guard 
When life's frail key turns in its ward no more 1 

Say! hadst thou nau^t amidst yon wreck» mace dear 
T%antba;teneanibering dross 1 no pdedoei wealtli 

Of sweet affinity, no lender claim, 
No eager turning of fond eyes to thine^ 
In that last hour of dread eztremityl 

Lo ! yon grim soldier, faithful at his posC^ 
Bold and unblenching", though a sea of lire 
Closed o'er him, with its sufibcating wave. 
The reeking aur grew hot» the blackened heavens 
Shrank like a shriveled seron, and mother eartht 
Forg-etftil of her love, a traitress turned. 
Yet still he fled not ; though each element 
Swerved tnm the etemai lawi ho firmly stoodf 

Thus may we stand 
In duty's armort at our hour of doooit 
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Thmi£fh on the dinuuc of oar joy, gtem Death 
Should ateal unlooked for, m the lightoiiif iaah 

Reudeth the summer-cloud. 

But i^ow, adieu, 
My sainted guide. The midnii^t hour doth warn 
Me ftom thy cheiished pages, though methinfca 

The beauty of thy presence and thy voice, 

Whose tones, melodious, charmed a listening throng. 

Still linger near* It is not meet for us 

To call thee brother, we who dwell in clay. 

And find the impress of the earth so strong 

Upon our purest gold. 

Spirit of bUss ! 
Who twin'st thyself around the living heart 
By holiest memories, my prayer thb night 
Shall be a hymn of gratitude for thee. 



PARTING HYMN OF MISSIONARIES TO BURMAH. 

KATiTsland! in (mnmier enuling^ 

Hill and valleyt grove and streanit 
Home ! whose nameless charms begmling 

Peaceful luJl'd our infknt dream, 
Haunts ! through which our childhood hasted, 

Where the earliest wild-floweiB grew, 
Church ! where God's finee grace we taetedf 

Gems of memory wealth, — adku! 
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Mother I who hast watched our fnllow 
In Ibj tender, aleepileie hm, 

Lo, we dare the crested billow, 
Mother ! put thy trust above ! 

Father! fiom thy guidance timui^ 
O'er the deep our way we take* 

Keep the prayerftd mceiiee huming 
On thine altar, for our sake. 

• 

Brothers 1 Sisters ! more than ever 

Seem our dinging heartretnnga twio'd. 
As that hallow'd bond we sever 

Which the hand of Nature join'd. 
But the cry of pagan anguish 

Thro* our inmost hearts doth sound, 
CountlesB sods in miseiy languish, 

We would haste to heal dieir wound. 

Burmah ! we would soothe thy weeping, 

Take us to thy sultry breast, 
Where thy sainted dust is sleepiiig. 

Let us share a kindred rest. 
Friends ! our span of lifb is fleeting, 

Hark! the harps of angels sweii, 
Think of that eternal meeting. 

Where no voice shall say ftiewelL 
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ON THE DEATH OF THE REV. SAMUEL GREEN 

OP BOSTON. 

Who weepeth, whem the wewy go to mt? 

Wbea the nek ceueth from his bitter ogiuBg l 
Who moiniMth at the bona] of the just 

With hopeless woe, the Comforter denying ? 
Not the disciple whom hi« Laid nu^4 e free» 
For whom he dar'd the gam, and won the TOtoiy, 

Who ooimt it evilt when affliction's dart 
Hath had ite pevfect work t— when soi row s rod 

leaves its sore smiting when the pure in heart 
Go in their saintly righteousneiB to God? 

Not they who walk with Wiadom'a heamly train, 

And ftom the Book of Truth, beHeve that " Death is gain." 

Yet theie is weepuig when a good man falls, 
When a lov'd sire the cup of parting drinks, 

When a true watchman faints on Zion's walls. 
And 'mid his flock, a ikithfhl shepherd smksr- 

Whwi hf the living waten, where he fed 

The tender, trusting iambs, he slumbers with the dead. 

For tears are pearls, by gnev'd affection shed, 
Drawn from her deep, deep sea, with shuddering pain^ 

Yet Faith may string them on a silver thread. 
And wear them, till an aagePs wreath she gain, 

And Piety hath m her bosom kept, 

And on her forehead graved, their sanction <* Jem twpf/» 

21 
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**Pmc« I lam wtth yon.''-nJolui w, 2T# 

^Peac^* was the song the Angeb nng', 
When Jem songht this vale of leara» 

Aad sweet that heavenly prelude rang, 
To calm the watchfbl shepherds' fears,-^ 

^ Wa»** ia the word that man hath apoke^ 
Conyole'd by pasaiona daik and diead| 

And Pride enforc'd a lawless yoke 
Even while the Goepel'a banner apxead. 

••Paflce" was the prayer the Saviour breathed 
When fiom our wodd hia stepa withdiew» 

The gift he to his friends bequeathed 
With Calvary and the Cross in view ;— 

Redeemer 1 with adoring love 
Our apuita take thy rich be^eat, 

The watchword of the host above, 
The passport to their realm of rest* 



DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 

Wb had a Rose, — ^its breast 

Waa bright virlth pearly dew» 
Not Might, nor time had atain'd the flowert 

Yet it sank away from its cherished bower, 
It &ded where it grew« 
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We had a Harp, — *tis gone, 

We will not say 'tk brokeiiy'— 
No— nor-its Umei are deep tad higlit 
Wbere marie wnpe in melody, 
Each thought by angels spoken. 



APPEAL FOB FEMALE EDUCATION IN GREECE. 
Wbt break'at thoa tbnat tbe tenib of ancient nighti 

Thou bliud old bard, majestic and alone 1 
Whose sightless eyes have fill*d the world ivith lightf 
Such light as fiidee not with the eet of aunt 
light that the kindled 0OOI doth fted npont 
When with her harp she soars o'er mortal things. 
And from heaven's gate doth win some echoed tonOi 
And fit it deftly to her xaptnr'd atringe» 
Aiid wake the sweet leqponjNt tho* eaith with discoid rii^ 

Andlo! the nurtur'd in the Theban bowett 

Impetuous Pindar, mad with tuneful ire, 
Whose hand abrupt could rule with peerless power 
The linked sweetness of the Done lyre ; 
He toO| whom History graves with pen of fire 
First on her chart, — the eloquent, the mild, 
Down at whose feet she sitteth as her siret 
Listing his legends like a charmed child« 
Clear as the soul of troth, yet rob*d in fimcy wild* 
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And thoQ, me^ martyr to the hemlock dma^At 
WboK fcilcM voice Ibr tiotli and vntae etrave^ 

Whose stainless life, and death serene, have taught 
The Christian world to wonder and to lo?e,^ 
Come Ibrth, with Pkto^ to thy hailow'd gxove 
Aiid btuig that gddeo chain by Time mniveiif 
Which round this pendent universe je wove^ 
For fitill our iiomage to your lore is given. 
And your pore wisdom piiz'd, next to the page of Heavea. 

Still githering round, high ahadea of glonoaa hiiCh 
Bo tfarong the acene. Hath angfal diatmb'd their lestt 

Why brings Philosophy her idols ftith 
With pensive brow, in solemn silence drest! 
And see he comes, who o'er the sophist's ciest 
Did poor the simple element of ligfa^ 
Reduce the complex thought to reason's test, 
And stand severe in intellectual might, — 
Undazzled, mideceiv'd, the peerless Stagyzite. 

Those demi^gods of Greece 1 How sad they rove 
Wheie temple-crown'd, the Acropolis aspiiesb 
Or green Hymeltas rears her honied grove. 
Or glows the Parthenon *neatli sunset fires, 
Or where the olive, ere its prime, expires 
By Moslem hatred scath'd. Methinks they seem 
Westward to gaze, with tmreveal'd desires. 
Whether they roam by pure Dyssus* stream. 
Or hamit with troubled step the shades 9i Academew 

Seek ffe the West?— that land of noteless birth. 
That when proud Athens nd'd with regal sway 
AH dimes and kindreds of the awe-struck earth, 
Still in its cold, mysterious cradle lay. 
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Till the world-fuader rent the veil awa^y 
And caQghl the giantibmMlling'g Mnmge toii% 
TWn |0 itf^ young emmets of a day, 
Who flit admiring round your ancient throne 1 
8eek jre a boon of us,— the namelesB, the unknown} 

We, who have blest you with our lisping t^T^g m^ 
And to your baptism bow'd when life was nswt 
And when upon our mother's breast we haag 

Your flowing nectar with our life-strcajn drew, 
Who dipp'd our young feet in Castalian dew, 
And pois'd with tiny aim that lance and fthioMt 
Before whose might the boastful Persian flew, 
We^ who Ulysses trac'd o'er flood and field, 
Wimt can ye ask of us, we would not joy to yield } 

Ye ask no waihor's aid, — the Turk hath fledf 
And on your throne Bavaria's prince reclines,^ 

No ^old or gems, their dazzling light to shed. 
Pearl from tlie sea, nor diamond from the mines^ 
Ye ask that lay from Xjeaiuing's lamp which ifhrn^f^ 
To guide your sons, so long in error blind, 
The ciy speeds forth ftom yon embowering TincSj ■ 
"Give bread and water to the faruishM mind. 
And from its durance dark the imprisoned soul unbind.'' 

Behold the Apostle of the Cross sublime^ 
The wam'd of Heaven, the eloquent, the bdl^ 

Who spake to Athens in her hour of prime, 
Braving the thunders of Olympus old, 
And spreading forth the Gospel's snowy flddi 
Where heathen sltais pour'd a crimson tide, 
And item tribunals their decrees unroll'd, 

21* 
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How would his zeal rebuke our iograte phdet 
If ye flhoald wa»tom and ooldly be denied. 

Explores your eagle-glance that weaker band 
Who bear the burdens of domestic care? 

Who guide the distaff with a patient hand, 
And trim the evening hearth with cheerful airl 
Point ye the Attic maid, the matieii fair, 
The blooming olnld devoid of letto'd skill 1 
What would ye ask 1 Wild winds the answer beai^ 
In blended echoes from the Aonian hii]« 
^ Give thm ike book (fGodr* Inmortalshade$!''^wSL 



THE WESTERN EMIGRANT* 

Am ax rang sharply 'mid those forest shades 
Which from creation toward the skies had tower'd 

In unshorn beauty. — There, with vigorous arm 
Wrought a hold £mignuU» and by his side 
His little soDt with question and leeponaei 
Bv^guil'd the tdL 

" Boy, thou hast never seen 
Such glorious trees. Harky when their giant trunks 
Fallt how the firm earth groans. Rememberest thou 
The mighty river, on whose breast we sailed 
So many days, on toward the setting sun 1 ' 
Our own Connecticuti compar'd to thatt 
Was bat a cieepmg atieaiii*'* 

••Father, the brook 
That by our door went singingi where I launched 
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My tmj boftti with my young playmatot found 

When school wbb o'er, is dearer far to tiic, 
Than aii these boldt broad waters. To my eye 
They are as ftrtngen. And those little trees 
Hy mother mntar'd m the garden hoond, 
Of our tirst home, from whence the fragrant peach 
Hung in its ripening gold, were &irer sure 
Than this dark finest, shutting onl the day.^ 
— ^« What, ho !— my Httle girl," and with light step 
A fairy creature liasted toward her sire, 
And setting down the hasket that contained 
His noon-repasti lookM upward to his ftuse 
With flweetf confiding smile. 

*• See, dearest, see, 
That bright-wing'd paresquet, and hear the song 
Of yon gay ndJ^ird, echobg thio' the trees, 
Making rich mame* Didst thou ever hear 
In far New-Enfr]and, such a mellow tone 1" 

I had a robin that did take the crumhs 
Each night and moining, and lus chiiping tcico 
Did make me joyfhl, as I went to tend 
My snow-drops. I was always laughing then 
In that first home. I should he happier now 
Methinks, if I could find among these deiOs 
The same ficsh videts/' 

Slow night drew on, 
And round the rude hut of the Emigxant 
The wmlhiul spirit of the rising iEtarm 
Spake bitter things. His weary children slept. 
And he, with head declin'd, sat listening long 
To the swoln watem of the lUinois^ 
Dashing against their shons. 
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Starling he tpaker* 
««Willi! didlMetimbnuhaway atearl 

*Twas even so. Thy heart was with the halls 
Of thy nativity. Their eparkling iighta, 
Carpets* and softfl» and admiring guests, 
Befit thee better than these nigged walls 
Of shapdess logSi and this lone, hetmit home.*' 

No— no. All was so still around, methoi]^bt 
Upon mine ear that echoed hymn did steaJy 
Which 'mid the Chnrcfa wh«e ent we paid our towBi 
80 tnnefbl peal'd. Bat tenderly thy vmce 
Dissolved tiie lilimion.'' 

And the gentle smile 
Lighting her hrawy the fond cazeas that sooCh'd 
Her waking infimt, feassar'd his soul 
That wheresoe'er our best affections dwell, 
And strike a healthM root, is happiness, 
Comtentt and placidf to his rest he sank. 
But dieamst thoae wild magicians, that do pky 
Such pranks when reason slumbers, tireless wrought 
Their will with hun» 

Up lose the thiooguig mart 
Of his own native dly,— roof and spire, 

All glittering bright, in fkncy's frost-work ray. 
The steed his boyhood nurtur'd proudly neigh'd. 
The favorite dog came finsking round his feet. 
With shrill and joyous bark^fiuniliar doors 
Flew open, — greeting hands with his were link'd 
In friendship's grasp, — he heard the keen debate 
From congregated haunts, where mind with mind 
Doth Uend and brighten^^-and till momiqg rov'd 
*Mid the Wd iceneij of hia nativB land. 
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FAREWELL OF THE SOUL TO THE BODY. 

CoMPAifioii dear! the hoar draws nigh, 

The sentence speeds, — io dwy to die. 

So long in mystic union beid* 

So doee with itrong emhrace conipe]l'd» 

How canst thoa bear the dread decree* 

Tiiat strikes thy clasping nerves from me 1 

—To Him who on this mortal ahorep 

The fame encircling veitment woie» 

To Him I lode, to Hiin I bend, 

To Him thy shuddering frame commend. 

— ^If I have ever caus'd thee pain, 

The throbbing breast* the burning bialni 

With cavee and vigils tom*d thee pale^ 

And scora'd thee when thy strength did fail,— 

Forgive ! — ^Forgive ! — ^thy task doth cease, 

Friend! Lover l^etns part in peace. 

»That thou didst sometimes check nj IbfcOi 

Or trifling stay mine upward course, 

Or lure from Heaven my wavering trust. 

Or bow my drooping wing to dost*^ 

I blame thee not, the strifb is done^ 

I know thou wert the weaker one, 

The vase of earth, the trembiiog clod, 

CoQStiain'd to hold the breath of God* 

—Well hast thoo in my service wrought. 

Thy brow hath mirror'd forth my thought, 

To wear my smile thy Up hath glow'dt 

Thy tear to speak my sorrows flowed. 

Thine ear hath borne me rich anppliei 

Of sweetly varied mdodies, 
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360 ■noinuin*s FOim. 

Tbf huuk my pnmipted deeds liave dmoBf 

Thy feet upon mine errands nm,— 

Yes, thou hast mark'd my bidding well, 

FuthM and troe! fkiewelli laiewelL 

«Go to thy xest A quiet bed 

Meek mother Earth with flowers shall spread. 

Where I no more thy sleep may break * 

With fever'd dieam, nor ludely wake 

Thy wearied eye. 

Oh quit thy hold, 

For thou art faint, and chill, and cold. 
And long thy gasp and gmn of pain 
Have boimd me pitying in thy chain, 

Tho' ang-ols urge me hence to soar, 
Where I shaU share thine ills no more. 
—-Yet we shall meet. To soothe thy pain, 
Bemember,— we shaU meet again. 
Quell with tlii.s hope, the victor's sting, 
And keep it as a signet-ring. 
When the dire worm shall pierce thy hreast» 
And nought but ashes mark thy rest. 
When Ktars shall tlill, and skies grow dark, 
And proud suns quench tlieir glow-worm spark, 
Keep fhoa that hope» to light thy gloom, 
Till the last trumpet rends the tomb. 

—Then shalt tliou o-lorioub' rise, and fair, 
Nor spot, nor stain, nor wrinkle bear. 
And I, with hovering wing elate^ 
The burstmg of thy bonds shall wait. 
And breathe the welcome of the sky,— . 
« No more to part, no more to die, 
Go-heur of Immortality." 
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THE 6AKDSN. 

" Gomdm hftTebeon the loenes of the three most stupendons etenti 

that have occurred on earth t—the temptntion and fall of mari— tb© 
agooy of the Hon of God— and his resurrection from the grave." 

Notea of the American Editor qf " Kehh*8 CkrUtian Year," 

Is't not a hcdy pkce, thy Gaideu's bouadt 
Peopled with plants and every living leaf 

Instinct with thought, to etir the musing mind ] 
— Where was it that our Mother wandering went| 
When 'mid her niusling Tines and floweni» ahe met 
The gliding seipenty in hu gieen and geldt 
And rashly listened to his glozing tongue, 
Till loss of Eden and the wrath of God 
Did lade fiom her lemembiance? Wasitnot 
A garden^ where this deed of lashness cheeked 

The staiiilesa blossom of a world unborn ? 

—Still, tread with trembling. Hast thou nought to fear 1 

No tempter in Ay pathi with power to aow 

Thy Puadiee with thonie, if God pennitt 

So, hold tliy way amid the sweets of earth 

With cautious step, and have thy trust above I 

«— la't not a holy placei thy Garden's bound» 

When at the cool dose of the summer's day 

Thou lingerest there, indulging sweet discourse 

With lips helov'd ? Then speak of him who bare 

Upon his tortiir'd browy stvange dews of hlood 

For man's ledemption. 

Bring the thrilling scene 
Home to thine inmost soul : — ^the sufferer's cryt 
«*Fither! if it be possible^ this cop 
TiOce thou away.-*yst fuimyvnUha ihkie^ 
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Mftk aifioounnr's ranis, 



The sleeping friends who could not watch one houTt 
The toicb, ihe fluJu^f iwocdt tba tnitor'B kuiib 
The afltanisb'd angel wiUi tbe tear of Heaven 

Upon his cheek, still etrivinff to assuage 
Those fearful pangs thai bow'd the Son of God 
like a braia'd leed, Tbou who hast power to look 
Thus at Gethaemane^ he Mli he tHB! 
What are thine insect-woes compar*d to hw 
Who agonizeth there ! Count thy brief pains 
Am tke doat^tom on life's chahot wheelsy ^ 
And in a SaTiooz's grief fixiget them tSL 
— I8*t not a holy place, thy Garden's bound ? 
•* Look to the Sepulchre !" said tliey of Rome, 

And set a seal upon it." S0| the guaid 
Who knew thai sleep waa death* etood with fiz'd eye 
Watching the garden-tomb» which proudly hid 
The body of the cruciiied. 

Whose steps 

'Mid the Ill-stifled sob of woman's grief 
Prevent tlie dawn f Tet have they come too late* 

For He is risen, — He hath burst the tomb, 

Whom 'twas not possible for Death to hold. 

Yea* his pieic'd hand did cleave the heavens^ to riiaie 

That resurrection, which the '^slow of heart" 
Shrank to believe. 

Fain would I» on ttua spot. 
So hdy, ponder, tin the akiea giow dark. 
And sombre evening spreads her deepest pall* 
—Come to my heart, thou Wisdom that dost grow 
In the chill coffin of the ahrouded dead. 
Come to my hearL For aOver hairs may spiing 
Thick ^er the temples, yet the sonl M shoii 
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Even of that simple rudiment, which dwell 3 
With btbM in Chmt. I would be taught of theoi 
Seme ]iiitructor« who doel mke tliy page 
Of polsdeBS tn!eaaCe and imimpasflkm^d brows, 
And lips that yield no sound. Tiiou who dost wake 
Man fbr that leaaon, which he reada but oncei 
And mak'flt thy xeoord of the aoUen moundB 
That mar the church-yard's smoothness, let me glean 
Wisdom among the tombs, for I would iearn 
Thy deejH unflattering lore. What have I said? 
No! not of thee» but of the hand thai pluck'd 
The sceptre fiom thee. 

Thout who once didst taste 
Of all man's sorrowsi save the guilt of siny— 
IHvine Redeemer ! teach us so to walk 
In these our earthly gardens, as to gain 

Footing at last, amid ilio trees of God, 
Which by tlie Kternal River from His Throne 
Nooiish'di shall never &de« 



BREAMS* 

**SDoweBt thoa what thou art, in the hour of sleep? Who is the 
iUmninator of the soull Who hath seen, who knoweth him 1 

ToHeanin, 

Rnvnna thyself ! Ibr thon art wonderftd 

Even in thy passiveness. Hail, heir of Heaven ! 
immortal mind ! that when the body sleeps 
Doth roam with unseal'd eye, on tireless wing. 
Where Memoiy hath no chart, and Reason finds 

22 
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Hop o l o . ita irftrhercooi|— , Gneildifinel 

Our earthly nature bows itself to thee* 
Putting its ear of clay uato the sigh 
Of thy 4i iteb e d tmmhmi if perehaaoe 
It win womb whuper of thy glorioas hirth^ 

And deathless heritage. 

Ob, dreams are dear 
To tlioie whom walniig life hatii Mifiuted 
With doll moDOloiiy* Tit fweetirfaen Day 

Hath been a weariness, and Evening's hand 
Like some leau miser, greedily doth clutch 
The flowexB that Morning brought mi to lie dowoi 
And bnetfae a flegrance that they never kneWf 
Press in cr our fingers to the thomiess Koae, 
That springs where'er we tread. 

'Tie veiy tweet 
To *8cape from ttem Realityt who litt 
Like some starcli beldame, all precise and old, 
And slieer intolerant, and on the wing 
Of radiant Fancy» soar nnblam'd and wild* 
And limitleet. When niggard Fortune maket 
Our pillow stony, like the patriarch's bed 
Who slept at Bethel, gentle dreams do plant 
An aiiy ladder for the angelt' ieeti 
Changing our hard couch fbr the gate of Heaven. 
They feed us on ambroaia, Uli we loath 
Our household bread. 

To tra?erBe all nntir'd 
Broad reahnsf more bnght than iabled Araby, 
To hear unearthly music, to plung-e deep 
In seas of blissy to make the tyrant-grave 
Unloek itt trattareovalvei and yield the fiinnt 
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Whose loss we wept, back to our glad einbrac6y 
To wear the tomb's white dxapeiyt yet to live, 
And hold unshrinking ptetime with the deid. 
To catch dear gflimpeei of Mt gtreete of gold, 
And harpers harping on the eternal hills, 
These are the gifts of dreams, and we would apeak 
Most meiontly of their high ministiy. 

Soe , liib ia hot a dream. Awake! Awake! 
Break off the trance of vanity, and look 
With keen, imdazzled eye, above the cloud 
That canopies man'a hopea. Yea! hear the voice 
Of Deity, that 'mid his hoar of sleep. 
In the still baptism of his dewy dreams, 
Doth bear such witness of the undying soul 
Aa bieath'd o'er Jordan's waTe» BMd mg Aqu /" 



THE GRAVE OF THE QUEEN OF PRUSSIA. 

*' In the garden of Charlottenburgh, I came suddenly among trees, 
upon a fair white Doric temple. I should have deemed it a mere 
adornment of the grounds, a spot sacred to silence, or to the soft- 
breathed song, but the cyprrf's and willow declared it a habitation of 
the dead. Upon a !=arf upljiigus of white marble, lay a sheet, and the 
outUne of a human lornj, was plainly visible beneath its folds. It was 
rever«[itly turned back, and displayed the statue of the Clueen of Prus* 
sia. It is snid to be a porfcrt resemblanrc, — not ns in death, — but 
when ahe liveci, to btcss and to be hleRBpd. kShr' seems scarcely to elecp; 
the mind and heart are on her sweet iips. Here the king often comes 
and passes long hours alone ; here too, he brines her children, to fdkt 
garlands at her graYe."— Abfes during a RamJbU in Gfrrnan^ 

Who slumbereth 'neath yon Doric fane, 

Within that garden's shade 1 
Her brow upon its pillow white 

In cardew languor laid? 
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Wliik fingmnt ■ummer'f kden g«l» 
And ftll of mnimiiring stfeun, 

With Nature's holiest hush, conspire 
To iuU the liDgering dream. 

But wbezefiure, do those clasping liands 

Repose so ttill and meek 1 
Nor breath diatnrii the tress that liesi 

Thu8 lightly on her cheek? 
And wherefore^ on those parted lips 

Doth that rich munc sleep 
WMeh moT^d AfTection's bounding pidsft 

To rapture strong and deep I 

Ah !— lift not thus the drapery's fold ! 

I see what death hus wrought. 
Who proudly to his bridal.«ouch 

This royal victitn brought ; 
Yet spar'd her tender form to rend 

From this embowering shade. 
And wheie she most had joy'd to roam» 

Her kst long mansten made* 

And here, the Father of his realm 

With lonely step doth steal. 
And take that sorrow to his heart, 

Which lowliest moumeis ibelt 
Here too^ his princely ofl^pring bring 

Affection's woven flowers, 
And keep the mother's memory fresh^ < 
Who charm'd their ciadle-honn. 

IVreweUy thoa heantiihl and blestft 
Whose sceptred hand did bind 
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Each clustering virtue round thy ihroae 

That glads the simple hind ; 
For lometiiiiei hath a queenly crovm 

Been as the Upee-traev 

To the pure bosotn's h(;althful pl&ats, 
It was not thus with thee. 

Yet pangs were thine, that speechless wee 

Which patriot virtue feeli» 
When o*er the ceuntry of its Iove» 

The oppressor's footj:;tep steals, 
YeSy he whose eagle-pinion sought 

The subject world to shamey 
Did stoop to wound thy noUe hcetsti 

And babcly mar hia i&me. 

But tearless from Helena's rock 

His tortur'd spirit fled, 
HencOf vengeful thoughts 1 ye may not dwell 

fio near the sacred dead : 
Host, I^russia'a Queen ! a nation's grief 

Flows Ibrth in fountains free, 
A nation's love, thy couch doth guard. 

Sleep oni 'tis well with thee. 



THE MUFFLED KNOCKER. 

Gsnv ! Grief! 'tis thy syaibol« so mute and drear. 
Yet it hath a tale for the listening ear, 

Of the nurse's care, and the curtain'd bed, 
And the baffled healer's cautious tread, 

22* 
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And the midnight lamp, with its flickering light* 
Htlf icfeea'd 6om the leetleaB aofoer's mghX, 
Yes, many a aabile aoene cf woot 

Doth that muffled knocker's tablet show. 

Fun i Pain ! art thoa wrestling here with man ; 
For the broken gold of his wasted span, 
Art tbott 0tiauiing thy lack on hia tortiir'd aem^ 
Tin his innest hopes from their anchor swerve I 
Till burning tears from his eyeballs flow, 
And his manhood &ints in a shnek of woe 1 
Mflthinka^ thy acoq>ion.8ting I trace, 
Thzoqgh the mlat of that sullen knocker^ face* 

Death ! Death! do I see thee with weapon dread 1 

Art thou laying thy hand on yon cradle-bed ! 

The Mother is there, with her sleepless eyes 

To dispute each step of thy victory* 

She dodi ^d the child in her soul's embrace* 

Her prayer is to die in her idol's place, 

She hath bared her breast to thine arrow's sway. 

Bat thou wilt not be biib'd from that babe away. 

Earth ! Earth I thou hast stamp'd on thy scroll of blias^ 

The ftkithlesB seal of a tiaitor's kiss* 

Where the bridal lamp shone clear and bright, 

Aiid the foot tliro' the maze of the dance was light* 
Thou biddest the black-rob'd weeper kneel, 
And the heavy hearse roll its lumbering wheel ; 
And still to the heart that will heed its loie^ 

Dotii Wibdom speak, from the muiHed door. 
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THE DEATH OF THE MOTHERLESS. 

" The little boy turned for the last time, his mild, tender glance on 
those around, and seemed to say, 'Father, she cidlst I go* 1 bq. 
Farewell.'" * * 

Who calk theel whol my darling boy, 

What Toioe is in thine ear V* 
He answer'd not, but murmnr'd on. 

In words that none might hear ; 
And atill prolonged the whiapering tone^ 

Aa if in ftnd reply 
To aome dear object of delight 

That fixed his dying eye. 

And then, with that confiding smile. 

First by his mother taught 
When fieely on her breast he laid 

His troubled infant thought, 
And meekly as a placid flower 

0*er which the dew-drops weep^ 
He bowM him oi& hia painfbl bed, 

And idept the unbroken sleep. 

But if in yon immortal clime. 

Where flows no j^^rtiiiij; tear, 
That root of earthly love may grow. 

Which struck ao deeply here» 
With what a tide of bonndleaa bliss» 

A thrill of rapture wild, 
An angel mother in the skies. 
Will greet her cherub child* 
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THE DEPARTURE OF MISS HANNAH MORE, FROM 
BARLEY WOOD, AP&IL 18| 1628» AT THE AGE 
OF EI6HTY.THR£B. 

It wu a lovely aoene^ 

That cottage *mid the trees. 
And peerless England's shaven green, 

Peep'dt their intentices betweefi* 
While in each sweet receie, and giMo wiUI» 

Nature conversed with Art, or on her labor;? smil'd. 

» 

It scern'd a parting hour, 
And she whose hand had made 
That spot 80 beautiful with woven shade 
And aromatic shrub and flower. 

Turns her from those haunts away, 
Tho' spring relumes each charm and fondly woos her stay. 

Yon mansion teems with legends for the heart ; 
There her iov'd sisteni circled round her side^ 
To share in all her toils a part, 

There too, with g-entle sigh 

Each laid her down to die : 
Yet stUl, methinlLs, their beckoning phantoms glide, 
Twining with tenderest ties 

Of hoarded memories, 
Green bower and quiet walk and vine-wreath'd spot: 

Hark 1 where the cypress waves 

Above their peaceful graves, 
Seems not bonie echo on the gale to rise 1 

Oh, sister, leave us not 
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Her lingering footstep stayi 
Upon tint threshold stone» 

And o'er the pictur*d wall, her farewell gaze 
Rests on the portraits one by onet 
Of treasured friends, before her gone» 
To that bright world of bliss, where partings are unknown. 

The wintry snows 
That fourscore years disclose, 
When slow to life's last veige, Time's lonely chariot goes, 
Are on her temples and her features meek 

Subdued and Bilent sorrow speak, 
Yet still her arm in cheerful trust doth lean ' 
On ihith&l friendship's prop,-*4hat changeless evergreen* 

lake Eve, from Paradise, she goes, 
Yet not by guilt involv'd in woes, 
Nor driven by angel bands. 
The flaming sword is planted at hergate. 

By menial hands : 
Yes, those who at her table ftreeiy fed. 
Despise the giver of their daily bread. 
And fiiom ingratitude and hate 
The wounded patron fled. 

Think not the pang was slight, 
That thus within her uncomplainug breast 

She cover'd from the light : 
Thougli Knowledge o'er her mind had pour'd. 

The fttU, imperishable hoard, 
The' Vlrtne, such as dwells among the blest, 

Came nightly, on Eedection's wing to sooth her soul to rest, 
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Tlio' Funs to ftithest etith hat nime bad borne, 
Theee brought no Bhkld agiinst tbe eovioas tbom ; 

Deem not the envenora*d dart 
InTolnenhle found her thrilling woman's hoarU 

Jfofi'f home is entry where. On Ocean's flood, 
Wbm the atioiig ship with storm-defyiiig tether 
Doth link in etomiy brotherhood 

Earth*8 utmost zones tog-ether, 
Where'er the red gold glows, the spice-trcea wave. 
Where the rich diamond ripens, 'mid the flame 
Of wtic evne that ope tbe stranger's grave. 
He, with bronz'd cheek and Jariug step dutii lOve ; 

He with short pang and slight 
Doth turn bim from the chequer'd light 
Of the ftur moon tbfo' his own Ibrasts dandngy 

Where music, joy and love 

Were his young hours entrancing ; 
And where Ambition's thunder-claim 

Points out bis lot» 
Or fitful Wealth allures to roam, 
There, doth he make his home, 
And still repineth not. 

IjL is not thus wiih Woman, The far halls 

Tbongb ruinons and lone^ 
Where first her pleased ear diank a nuisjng-motber'e tone* 

The humble walls 
Of that mmW garden where her childhood sported free, 
Affectiont with unlading tint lecallsi 
And every flower faatb in its cup a b^ 

Making fresh honey of rcmember'd thing's, 
The floweis without a thoru» the bees bereft of stings. 
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The home, where erst with buoyant tread 
She met the lov'd, the lost, the dead« 
The houaeboid toicm Uended •till 
With the rtwy-teUing riU* 
The valley, where with playmates true 
She culi'd the strawberry wet with dew, 
The bower where Love her youthful footetepe led« 
The mated heatth-etone where her children grewy 

The soil where she hath cast 
The flower-seeds of her hope and seen them bide the bl&at, 
These are her eoul'e deep fiieiids» 
O'er whom in lone idolatry she bendsb 
And at the parting sound 
The heart's adhesive tendril shrinking sends 
As ftom some shuddering wound 
IVesh diope of bloodi that gushuig stir 
Unntter'd pangs, and ask an Angel-oomfiirter* 



THE JEWS. 

ZioN, thy s3mibola fade, 

Cast thy dim types away* 
Come forth from ancient ESnor's shades 

And hail Messiah's day. 

Why haunt with shuddering dread 

Red Sinai's penal flame? 
When Calvary lifts a peaceful head* 
And breathes an angel's claim. 
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The Fniiheto ire tiqr ciTC^ 
The Law k at thy hieaat» 

The Gospel take with grateful prayeTj 
And Ciinst shall give thee ieat» 

No more his love wilhstandy 
No moie hia spirit grieve^ 
Thrust in his wounded side thy hand, 

And tremble and believe. 



FOREIGN MISSIONS. 

Up» at the GospeVs glorious caU ! 

Country and kindred what are they ! 
lend ftom thy heart, these charmen, afl* 

Christ needs thy service, hence away. 

Tho' free the parting tear may rise^ 
The* high may roll the boisterous wave^ 

G0| find thy home 'neath foreign skies. 
And shroud thee in a stiange^s gmve^ 

Perchance^ the Hindoo's languid childi 
The infant at the Bmrman's knee, 

The shiverer in the artic wild, 
Shall bless the Eternal Sire fbr thee* 

And what hath Earth compared to this I 
Knows she of wealth w joy like thine I 

The ransoroM heathens* heavenly Uiss, 
The plaudit of the Judge divine 1 
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SEAM£N. 

Tbit foun wlim danger dwells, 

Where blasts impetuous sweep, 
Where sleep the dead in wateiy cella 

Beneifih the foitUaM deep^ 
Where tempests threaten loud 

To whelm the shipwreck'ti form ; 
Show them a sky that hath xio cloudy 

A povt above tiie atonn* 

Deyond the Sahbath^bell, 

Beyond the house of prayer, 
Where deafening suigeB madly swell 

Their tracMesa coarse they daie ; 
Give them tiie Book Divme, 

That full and perfect chart, 
That beacon 'mid the foamiiig bhne^ 

That pilot of the heart. 

Wheie guilt inth aspect hold. 

And fierce temptations reig-n, 
Their wild and unwarn'd coaise they boldt 

Amid a heathen traiDf 
Give tibem the GospePs power, . 

lake pole-star o*er the sea, 
That when life's fleeting voyage is o'er 
Heaveii may their haven he* 
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CRY OF THK CORANNAS. 

" Missionariee are going far beyond us,— but they come not to ns. 
We have been promised a Missionary, but can get none. God has 

S'nren us plenty of corn, but we ate peneitiogibr warn of instruction, 
or people aie dying every day. We have hmd thfli» if another Jilt 
ate death, hot we know nothuig of it." 

Ws see our infanta &de« The mother da^ 
The enfeebled fbnn« and watches aigffat and day 

Its speccliless agony, with tears \im\ cnes, 
But there's a hand moro stroDg than her despair 
That lenda it from her bosoM. Our ytmng vam 
Axe bold and fuU of stvenfth, bat eoasething cqbm0 
We know not what, and ho they droo]) and die. 
Those whom we lov*d so much, our geatkr GneudBf 
Who UesB our homes, we gmu tmiiheym^gmie* 
Our mighty cMe6, who in the batlle'a rage 
Tower'd up like Gods, bo iearless, and retum'd 
So loftily, behold ! they pine away 
like a pale girl, and so, we lay them down 
With the forgotten throap who dwell in 4iiit. 
They call it death, and we have faiiiLiy beard 
By a far echo o'er the distant sea 
There was a liib beyond it. /e it so I 
If there be au^ht abo7e this moidderinf themd 
Where we do leave our friends, — if there be hope 
So parsing strange, that they should rise again 
And we tbould see theoif we who momn then now* 
We pray you speak such glorious tidmgs forth 
In our benighted clime. Ye heaven-spread soils 
Pass us not by ! Men of the living God ! 
Upon our mountain heights we stand about 
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To you in our distress. IW» wwild we hear 
Your wondrous message fuUjTt that our heaxtS' 

May hail its certftioljF befoie m go» 
Ourselves to these davk aaeam ef the imi^ 

Where eveiladliug silence seems to reign. 



ANACHARSIS, THE PHILOSOPHER* 

From. Scythians wilds, the Sage to Athens camei 

la search of wisdonot not aUur'd by fkme^ 

But there, his uncouth mien provokM the proud. 

And mov'd the lauo-hter of a thong-htless crowd, 

Who saw not through a veil so coarsely wove^ 

An upright soul, that heaven itself might love. 

«— ^Think ye I draw no glory firom my biztba 

My simple manners, and my naUvc earth ] 

Yet say what honor can your country claim. 

From sons nnwortby of her ancient namel 

Say, which is best, to shine with borrowed rays, 

Or rear that column which the world shall praise." 

— A scroll from Lydia's kmg, — *• Come, nobly wise i 

Thou whom the triflers of the age despise» 

Come! view my riches and my royal tiain» 

Nor count the labor of thy journey vain ; 

Not now I boast my gifts, but thou shalt find 

The monarch Crcesus of no niggard mind ; 

Come, Scythian sage! and be contenl to bmg 

UnportionM wisdom, to a judging king.'* 

—Then spake the man, who scorned the charms of gold. 

With soul indignant and in lai^uage bold, 
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— Think'st thou I wander'd from my Scjtbiaa home 
Eor glitteiiDg diMt» or poUsh'd stooes to laamJ 
I loaglit the gem of wisdom where it diiiiea» 

Witli gather' d britrhtness in the Grecian mines. 
Happy, might I such sacred prize attain. 
And leach in peace my lowly roof againy 
And yet preeem in purity refined 

The chr^sUl txe&&uie uf a virtuous mind/' 



HARVEST HYMN. 

Tbw ie the seeeon, God of Gmca» 

When man's full heart doth tarn to Thee, 
For now his eye can dearest trace 
Thy hand on vale and field and tree* 

With hope he casta to earth the gsaina 
When spring awakes the snow-dfop celd». 

With joy beholds bright Summer's raia 
And genial sun the germ un£old ; 

Yet Ibar will ofl his breast pervade 

Even while he views the ^rtile s<»l 
Ijest stoims destroy the tender blade 

And crush the promise of his toil : 

But when blest Antnran's care displays 
His gamers with their stores replete» 

Then hope is lost in strains of piaias^ 
And fear in gratnlajtioBa sweet 
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Oh, may we ne'er by Famine dread 
Be taught these ammil gifts tapoM^ 

But be to grtteftal dafy led 
By all the bounty of the skies. 



« THE DEAD PRAISE NOT THE LORD." 

Deep dwellers in those cells profound 

Where dreamless slumbers reigOt 
No lingering sigh, nor grateful sound 

Bursts from your drear domain. 

But ye, upon whose unscal'd eye 

Creation's glory breaks* 
When Moming opes the pufple sky* 

Or Eve her sceptre takesp 

Ye to whose ear a thrilling stnun 

Of harmony doth rise, 
jProm warbUng grove and wind-swept main 
While Echo's voice repliesi 

Whose buoyant footsteps wander o'er 

Gay Summer's blooming fields, 
Whose ftee hands pludc the goMen sIm 

That lavish Autumn yields. 

Oh ! praise the Author of your breath, 

The Giver of your joy, 
Until the icy hand of death 

Tune's fiagite harp destroy-* 

2a* 
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Till rising where immortal lyres 
Biiall to your band be giveiif 

Ye find that on ewtb luw kant^d 
The melody of Hemn. 



MORAVIAN MISSIONS TO GREENLAND. 

Why steers yon bold adventurous prow 

On toward the arctick zone, 
Defying blasts that rudely seal 

To Ocean's breast like stone I 
Why dare her crew those fearful seas 

Where icy mountains dash, 
And make the proudest ship a wieck 

With one tremendoas eiash 1 

They come^ who seek the spirit's gold. 

They dare yon dreary sphere, 
And winter startles on bis throne^ 

Their strain of praise to hear : 
They come, Salvation 'a lamp to light 

Where frost and darkness reign. 
And with a deatiiless joy to ehees 

The sons of want and pain. 

And lo ! the chapel rears its head 

Beneath those stranger^kies, 
And to the sweet4»n'd Sabbath-bdS 

The thick-ribb'd ice replies, 
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The unlettered Esquimaux doth pluck 

The victory horn the toiab» 
And gfateful seek that glorious dime 

Where flowm forever Uoom. 

When the last tinge of green depoxtm^ 

The last bird takes its flight, 
And the fiur ion no beam beatom 

On that long polar nighty 
When in her subterranean cell 

To shun the tempest's ire, 
life ahrinking guards her pallid flame 

That feebly lifU its apixe* 

The teaehen of a love diniie» 
That firm, develed band. 

With no weak sigh of fond regret 

Recall their &ther-land. 
The unchanging smile that lights their braw» 

While storms of Winter roar, 

Doth better prove their heaven-bom Faith 
Than Learning's loftiest kxce. 



MAS. BlQOVBNXV'a BOSMB. 

FUNERAL AT SEA. 

•'Yesterday, a child died in the ship. To-day; I read the English 
bunal- service, — and commitkd its body to the miehty deep, until the 
day when the ffrave and sea shall give up their deao. The mother lay 
in tean in her Derth,— the fiitber could tcaroe repiew liit anguish, and 
I fdt tha agon V of their grief, as I pronounced ua aolama words, that 
aceonqiaiiied taebody to the pathless deep." 

Journal qf ih€ UU Reo, Mtnry McJaUqiu 

The deep sea took Uie dead. It was a babe 

Like sculptured marblet pure and beautiAil 

That lonely to its yawning giilpha went down* 

-^EW cradled nnnling*— no fond arm was tfaete 

To wrap thee in its folds ; no lullaby 

Came from the green sea-monster, as he laid 

Hia ahapeleaa head thy pcdtahed biow beaide^ 

One moment wondering at the heanteooa apoil 

On which he fed. Old Ocean heeded not 

This added unit to his myriad dead* 

But in the bosom of the teaaing ahq^ 

Roae up a bunt of anguish, wild and kmd» 

From the vex'd fouiitam of a mother's love. 

—The lost! The lost! Oft shall her startled dream. 

Catch the drear echo of the aullen plunge 

That wheWd the uneoffinM body oft her eye 

Strain wide through midaighl's long- unslumbering watch. 

Remembering how his soft sweet breathing aeem'd 

Like meaaur'd muaic in a lilly'a cup, 

And how hia tiny about of rapture awelled, 

When closer to her bosom's core, she drew 

Hia eager lip. 

Who thua, with ftilded ann% 
And head dedio'd, doth aeein to count the wavei^ 
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And yet to heed them not 1 The sorrowing sire, 
Doth mark the last, fkint lippli^ when his child 
Sank down into the watenu Bogy tiiongfat 
Torni to hii Ar bomt, and those litHo onei, 
Whom sportiiig 'mid their favorite lawn lie ieftf 
And troubled fancy shows the weeping there. 
When be shall wat them once mote on hit kne^ 
And tell them how the baby that they lov'd, 
Hid its pale cheek within its mother's breast. 
And pin'd away and died, — yet found no grave 
Beneath the church-yard Uxxt, where they might plant 
The lowly mound with flowers. 

What lifts the heart 
Up from its bitter sadness 2 Hark ! His voice 
That o'er the thundering wavst doth pour sublime 
Such words, as arch the darkest storm of life 
Witii faitii's perenmai bow. 

Thou, who dost speak 
Of His eternal majesty» who bids 
Both earth and sea to render up their deed, 

Know'bt tliou how soon thy tomb slmll drink the tears 

Of mourning kindred ? Thou, who thus dost stand 

Serene in youthftd beauty, to yield back 

What God hath claim'd,— hnow'st thou how M the tide 

Of sympathy, that now thy bosom thrills 

For strangers, — in thme own paternal Jialls 

Shall flow Ibr thee ? 

And if thou cooU'st, the flush 
Would not have faded on thy glowing cheek. 
For thou had'st made the countenance of death 
Familiar as a friendt through Him who pluck'd 
The tenor ftom his frowui and ftom his sting 
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The venom. At thine early tomb wet bead^ 
Taking that deep monition to our souls^ 
Which tbmgh emboireriiig mdwe we/emt tongii 
On every brecEa— how fiail m ewth'ii bail hope^ 
And how immortal that, which rooti m Hett?eiw 



••HINDER THEM NOT.'' 

Suffer little children to come unto me, and hinder them not.* 
But^ou hinder them by your example, and nut by edcouragiog ihem* 
Thar course ought to Se upward :->-do not hinder them." 

Look's in the boeem of the earftk 

The little seed its heart doth stir, 
And quickening for its mystic birtby 

Borsts ftom its cleanrhig ecpelcfafe^ 
The eepin^ bead, the eafcidbg lea4 

Exiikhi^ in ibehr joyous lot, 
Turn grateful towards the Eye of Day, 
Hinder tbomot. 

Thus, do the buds of being rise 

From eradle-dreaaiet lil[e8ii0?^drBp'iiieel^ 
While through their mind^ilhiimnM eyea 

A deathless principle doth speak, 
Already toward a brighter sphere 

Thfij tuTB, iiem thia terreatrial apot,p^ 
IV»d paientel-^ecieli kind and tar f 

Hinder them not. 
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Hinder them aotl— ewa Ime may span 
Or weMy Ist di6 im^uig ttw 

Divert tlie health-stream from their lOOtf 
Oh ! by that negligence aofttike 

Which oft the ftimt page 4otih hklk 
And sbnmd the jftj4]f liglit dunn^ 

Hinder them not* 

Ccld world ! — the teachings of thy guile 

Awhile ftem theae youQg heaits j»atauA j 
Oh spare that unanapictifxiB amile 

Which never muat return again; 
By folly's wiisw hy falaehuod's kiss 

Too aoon acqoir'dt too hOe fixgoty 
By sina that abut the aoul tsom bliaB» 

Hinder them not. 



SALE OF ARDENT SPIRITS BY CHBISTIANS. 

Thbei Toae a ciy of violenoe and pain« 
And of the earth I aak'd^if nouglit vemained 

Amid her moral lazar-hoiise> to cleanse 
Thia vital taint, and make the leprous whole 1 
^ Yea, ahe replied, Ths fiOewm tf 0M«^ 
They are the purifying principle, 
Thesaltofearth/^ 

Then 1 heheld a iflood 
Of dark 0Qmiptian.^Kir and Wide it apmd^ 
And many sported on ita 'fldd tebft, 
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Wbo B0f« moie to Mdi aad IHb xetnniM ; 

For he who plung'd, did strait forget his God, 
And curse himself and die. Amaz'd I marked 
SooMi who piote'd Qinit'f ntme^ with €i^er toil 
Farming new channels fyr tbatbdefiil ttde. 
As if to irrig-ate the scorching- land 
With Etna's lava. Not of the diie &nmt 
They drank tbemeelveir— nor to their offifpriog 
The peetilential dxanght ;~^hey only preii 
Its venom to their weaker neighbor* s lip 
Till the red plague-spot rankled in his soul.— 
Still, &om their honaehold altars, mom and ereiit 
Duly arose the prayer that God wooM change 
The nnner^s hearts— «iid tum tbrne eiring feet 
Whose steps take hold on hell. 

I saw the shroud 
Of pagan darknesSf flom the breast of earlJi 
Begin to melt away. 

Who holds the lamp, 
Thus to illume thy midnight and again 
eRie answered, ^ C%rtfH0fi»/-^br their aoMter saith 
That like a city set upon a hill, 
Their light may not be hid." 

I look'd^— and lo I 
With warm, mitiriiig seal, they spread the wng 
Of strong beneroleBce, to bear ^ gift 
Of mercy to the heathen, — and to iUl 
The idoUtemples with Jehovah's praise. 
Yel some^ while mov'd with pnipose so sublime^ 
Ezpaasive and seraphief-^-etrangely sold 
A poison to their broihert — ^though it sent 
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Despaix^i cold iba^exbg tluoiigli the ptitner** heaxt 
Who wakM and wept for him, — and on his babee 

Entaii'd worse woes than ozpbanage. 

OhTboal 

Who giv'st 08 skill to read thy holy won), 
Grant ne a hesrt to understand and feel 

That wealth obtam'd without the fear of God 

Is but an ill inheritance, and he 

Who hasteth to be rich, doth oft times fiiU 

*Mid hnrtlhl snaresy that drown the priceless soul 

In dark perdition. Break the dangerous chain 

Of Mammon from our spirit, that in love 

To aU mankindv* as well as love to Thee, 

With hands ootstretchM to pluck onr brother's §sA 

From the destroyer's net, and with the prayer, 

The never-ceasiog prayer of penitence 

For our own emrs, we may safely pass 

On tfarough this evil world, to thy right hand. 



HYMN FOR A CHARITABLE ASSOCUTION. 

Widow ! long estrang'd from gladness, 

In thy cell so lonely made, 
Where chill Penniy's cloud of sadness 

Adda to grief a sterner shade, 
Look I the searching eye hath found thee. 

Pitying hearts confess thy claini» 
Boimteous spirits shed aroond thee 

Blessings in a Saviour's name. 

24 
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Orphan I in despondence weeping-, 

Cimh'd bjr want and miaeiy direp 
Or OQ lowly pallet deepiogt 

Dfeandn^ «f thy Imiied nve^ 
Hands like his, combine to rear thee, 

Stianger-anDt are round thee caati 
Anda Iktber em oeaf tbee» 

Fits the ahoxn lamb to the UaiU 

Brethren ! by the precious token 

Which the eons of mercy wear, 
By the vows we here have spoken, 

Gray'd in trath, and seal'd with piayart 
Penury's pathway we will brighten, 

Misery with compassion meet. 
And the heart of sorrow lighten* 

Till our own shall cease to beat. 



THOUGHTS ON RETURNING FROM CBURC0. 

4 

Thb listening ear tiie hallow 'd strain 

Has caoght from lips devoutly wisep 
But what my heart hae been fk^ gain 

From all these precepts of the skieal 

Contrilioii's lesson have they taug^ht 1 

The oft-forgotten vow renew 'd 1 
Or gently tonch'd thy glowuDg theogbt 

With the bleat warmth of gratitudef 
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Say, from the low delights of tima 

Thy bMt affectioM hm they vwf 
IhciliDg thee with seel lublime 

Earth's fleetixig j^ilgrimage to iim ? 

If not, how vaui the band to joia 
Who toward the house of God repair^ 

To pour the eoof of pniie divine 
•Or kneel in phmmc prayer ; 

And ah ! how vain when Deat Vs cold hand 

Shall sternly reap time's ripened field, 
How worse than vain whea all must stand 
The lasti the dread account to yield. 



ON &SADING THE « REMAINS'' OF RfiV. EDMUND 

D. GRIFFIN. 

Son of Wyoming's daesie vale^ 
By early Genius strongly niov*dt 

Whom lofty science bowM to hail, 
And virtue from the cradle lov'd, 
Thoa of high soul, and radiant brow 
Of manly beauty» uhm mi thouf 

Not near a mother's cherish'd side^ 

Not by a sister's love carest, 
Nor listening to the parent-guide, 

Nor in firatemal converse blest» 
Still doth thy home the vestments wear 
Of £deD,— ^ ihcu art not ihert. 
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Not at Mount Gems' stormy base, 

Where cngs on cragi stopendoos hnrrdt 
And tower-crown'd cliA portentons tiace 

The ruins of an (?lder world, 
Where keenly gaz'd thy charmed eye 
On Nature's doud-wieath'd majesty* 

Not at her feet,<— that Queen ef £arth» 
Who left nnsceptred and alone» 

By mighty ahados of warrior-birth, 

Half slumbering on her seven-hill'd th n i n e » 
8till proudly takes, with palsied hand* 
The homage of each pilgrim4and« 

Not where thou best didst love to stand* 

A herald for thy Saviour's name. 
Dispensing to a listening baud 

High words of eloquence and flame^ 
Such as do hurst iVom lip and souly 
Touched by the " altar's living coal." 

Yet, what are all the classic springs 
Tiiat murmur thro' their ancient grov^ 

Or all the pomp that Nature bringi 
To wake the young enthusiast's love, 

Or fond Affections strongest tie, 
Weigh'd with their bliss in Chxisi who dkf 
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THE BRIBE. 

I oAMSf but she was gone. 

In her fkir hornet 
There lay her lute, just as she touehM it lastp 

At summer twilight, when the woodbine cups 
Fill*d with pure firagrance. On her &vorite seat 
Lay the still epen work-box« and that book 
Which last she read* its penciled margrln mark'd 
By an iU-quoted passage, — trac'd, perchance, 
With hand unconscioas, while her lo?er spake 
That dialect, whieh brings ftrgetfulness 
Of all beside. It was the cherish'd home, 
Where from her childhood, she had been the star 
Of hope and joy. 

I came,^-and she was gone. 
Yet I had seen her from the altar led, 
With silvery veil but slightly swept aside, 
The fresh, youog rose-bud deepening in her cheekt 
And on her brow the sweet and solemn thought 
Of one who gives a priceless gift away. 
And there was silence mid the gather'd throng. 
The stranger, and the h&rd of heart, did draw 
Their breath supprest, to see the mother's lip 
Turn ghastly pale, and the majestic sire 
Shrink as with smother'd sorrow, when he gave 
His darling to an untried guardianship, 
And to a ftr off dime. 

HapTy his thought 
Travers'd the grass-grown prairies, and the shore 
Of the cold lakes; or those o*erhanging ciiffii 

24'» 



MM. siooubhzt's pobms. 

And pathless mountain tops, that rose to bar 
Her log-rear 'd mansion from the anxious eye 
Of kiiidfed and of friend. Even thflefs felt 
Hmr fltroogf and beantlfid I0 woman's love^ 
That takings in its hand its thomless joys, 
The tenderest melodies of tuneful years, 
Yea! and itf own Jife alao,^ — ^laya them a21» 
Meek and onblenching, on a mortaFa breast 
Reserving nought, save that unspoken hope 
Which hath its root in God. 

Mock not with mirthf 
A acene like thk^ ye laqghter-lovinf ones 
The Ucens*d jeeter'a fip^ the dancer's heel — 
What do they here 1 

Joy, serious and sablime^ 
Sncli as doth nerve the energies of prayer. 
Should swell tbe bosom, wfien a maiden*s hand» 
Fiird witii life's dewy flow 'rets, girdelh on 
That harness, which the ministry of Death 
Alone nnloosetb, but whose fearftil power 
May stamp the sentence of Eternity. 



DEPARTLUE OF ^illSSIONARIES FOR CEYLON. 

Wats, wide Ceyton, your Ibliage ftir« 
Your spicy fragrance Ireely strew ; 

See, Ocean's threatening surge we dare» 
To bear salvation's gift to yon. 
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Hail ! ye who long with faithful hand 
Have fondly tillM that favor'd soil, 

We come, we come, a brother-band 
To share the burden of your toil. 

• 

Land of our birth ! we may not stay 

The ardor of hearts to tell, 
Friends of our youth ! we dare not say 

How deep within our souls ye dwell. 

But when the dead, both small and great 
Shall stand before the Judge's seat, 

When sea and sky and earthly state 
All like a baseless vision fleet, 

The hope that then some heathen eye 
Thro' us, an angel's glance may raise. 

Bids us to vanquish nature's tie, 
And turn her parting tear to praise. 



CHRISTIAN SETTLEMENTS IN AFRICA. 

Winds ! what have ye gathered from Afric's strand, 
As ye swept the breadth of that fragrant land 1 
The breath of the spice-bud, the rich perfume 
Of balm and of gum and of flowret's bloom 1 
•* We have gather*d nought, save a pagan prayer. 
And the stifling sigh of the heart's despair." 

t 
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Waves ! what have ye heard oq that ancient coast 
Wbm Egypt the migbi of her fame did botst. 
Where the etttae of Jfenmoii Minted the mom. 

And the pyramids tower in their gwat eeom ? 

** We have heard the curse of the slave-ship's crew, 

And the shriek of the ohain'd ae the ehoree withdrew." 

Stan ! what have ye seen with the glancing eye 
From your boralDg thionea in the aapphire-eky i 
*• We have mark'd young hope aa it hrightly glow'd, 

On Afric's breast whence the bloods drop flow'd, 
And we ciianted the hymn which we sang at first. 
When the aon fiom the midnight of ohm banL'* 



DEATH. 

"Death is the niffht of that day which is given U3 to ^\'ork in. 
Happy the sonl which Death finds rich, not in gold, furniture, ieara- 
infi. repuiauou, or barren purposes and desires, hut in good works. 
^ *^ Bishop HmmCt Sacra Primfa. 

Chill'd by the piercing blasts 

Or &int with vertic heaty 
The wearied Uborer hails the nighty 

And finds its slumber sweet. 
While they whom idle years 

Of luzuiy impaur» 
Toss on the restless couch» <m* meet 

The dream of tenor there. 

The rich man moves in pomp. 

To him the world is dear, 
And every treasure twiats a tie 

To bind him atronjger here^ 
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But be whose only gold 

Is in the conscience Btor'd 
Is richer at the hour of death 

Thau with the miser's hoard. 

When the bhort day of life 

With all its work is done, 
The faithful servant of the dOM 

Doth hail the setting sun, 
But they who waste their breatli, 

Dread the accusing tomb, 
And the time-killer flies from death 

As from a muiderei^s doom. 

So r ive us. Lord, to find 

When earth shall pass away, 
That Sabbath-evening of the mind 

Which crowns a weU^spent day 
That entering to thy rest. 

Where toils and cares are o'er, 
We» with the myriads of the bleiti 

Jllay praise Thee^ evennm. 



MIDIOGHT MUSIC. 

** The Rey. Mr. George Herbert, in one of his walks to Salisbury, 

to join a musical society, saw a poor man, with a poorer horse, who 
had fallen under its load. Putting off bU eanonicai coat, he ndped 
the poor man to unload, and raise the horse, and afterwards to load 
him again. The poor man bleaeed him for it, and he blessed the poor 

man. And so like was he to the cood Samoritan, that he gave nim 
money to refresh both himself and bis horse, admonishing him also, 
*' if he loved himself, to be merciful to his beast." Then, ooming to 
his musical firiendik at Salisbury, they began to wondtt, that Mr. 
George Herbert, who used to be always so trim and clean, should 
come into that company, so soiled and discomposed. Yet, when ho 
told them the reason, one of theai said, that he had " disparaged him- 
self, by so mean an employment" But bis answer was, that the 
thouirht of what he had d jnc, would prove music to him at midnight^ 
and that the omission of it, would have made discord in his conscience, 
whenever he should pass that place. " For if, said he, I am bound to 
pray for all that are m distiesa, I am suiely bound, so for as is in my 
power, to pmcUae what I pray for. And though 1 do not wish for the 
like occasion, every day, yet would I not willingly pass one day of my 
life, without comforting a sad soul, or showing mercy, and I praise 
Qoidi for this opportunity. So now let us tune our instruments." 

What maketh musiot when the bixd 

Dolh hmh iti meny layl 
And the sweet epirit of the flowm 

Hath Big-hM itself awayl 
What maketh music when the frost 

EnchainB the murmiiniig xUl» 
And erery song that summer woke 

In winter's trance is stilll 

What maketh music when the winds 

To wild encounter rise. 
When Ocetn stiikes lus tbnnder-goi^i 

And the rent doud replies t 
While no adventurous planet dares 

The midnight arch to deck, 
And in its startled dreamt the babe 

Doth clasp its mother's neck I 
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And when the fiercer stonns of hXo 

Do o'er the pilgrim sweeps 
And earthquake-ipoioee diim tfie faopee 

He treasured lon^ and deep. 
When loud the threatening paasious roax 

JUke lions in their den 
And Tengefo! tempeete lash the shoie^ 

What maketh music then 1 

The deed to humble virtue bom, 

Which nursing memory taught 
To shon a boastful world's applauset 

And love the lowly thought. 
This builds a cell within the heart. 

Amid the weeds of care, 
And tuning high its heaven-stmck harp^ 

Doth make sweet music there* 



FORBEARANCE WITH FRAILTY. 

Scorn not the sinner, though her name 

May dregs of deep abhomnoe etiff. 
And though the kindliiig bhiBh of sfanne 

Burns on young Virtue cheek for hex. 

Judge not, unless thy lip can tell 
What wily tempters, fierce and strong 

Did the unguarded soul pfopel 
To zuin*s 
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The downward rood, how fearful steep» 
The upward cliflT, how hard to climbs 

Ht oaltf knows, whose records keep 
The nameless coontlees grades of crime. 

Scorn not the sinrK r, thou whose heart 
In purpose pure is garnerM stroDg ; 

Claims penitence with thee no parti 
Doth pzide to mortal man belong 1 

By aU thy follies miibigiveny 

Wert thou at death's dread hour accus'd 
Even thou imght at the gate of heaven. 
In tenor knock, and be xefus'd* 



BU&IAL OF ASHMUNt AT N£W4iAV£N| AUG. 1888. 

Whence is yon sable bierl 

Why move the throng so slow 1 
Why doth that lonely mother's tear 

In bursting an^mish flow? 
Why is the sleeper laid 

To rest in manhood's pride ? 
How gained his cheek such pallid sliadef 

I ask'd, but none replied. 

Then spake the hoarse wave low, 

The vexing biUovv sigh'd, 
And blended smmds of bitter woe 

Came o'er the echoing tide^ 
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I heard sad Afric mourn 

Upon her sultry strand^ 
A buckler ffom her boeom toni» 

An anchor flora her hand. 

^Beneath her palm^tfees* ahadei 

At every cabin-door, 
There rose a weeping for the friend 

Who must return no more, 
Her champion when the blast 

Of ruthless war swept bv, 
Her guardian, when the storm waa paatf 

Her guide to worlds on high* 

Reftl wearied ^Mrm of elajt 
FMIt rainM temple^ rest ! 

Thou could'st not longer bear the sway 

Of an immortal guest, 
Where high» jon claasic dom^ 

Upiean its ancient head, 

We give thee welcome to a homei 
Amid our noblest dead. 

Spirit of Power, pass on ! 

Thy upward wing m fireoy 
Earth may not claim thee for her aon« 

She hath iio charm for thee, 
Toil might not bow thee downi 

Nor Socrow check thy race^ 
Nor Pleasure steal thy birthright eiowiii 

Go to tlune own blest place. 
d5 
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TOMB OP A YOUNG FRIEND AT MOUNT AUBURN. 

I DO remember thee. 

There was a etndn 

Of thrilBiifir mane, a eoH breath of floweie 

Telling of summer to a festive tlirong, 
That fiU*d the lighted halls. And the sweet sniile 
That ipoke their weleome» the high-warbled lay 
SwelUngf with raptwe through a parent's hearty 
Were thine. 

Time wav'd his noiseless wand awhile» 
And in thy cherish'd home once more I stoodt 
Amid those twin'd and clustered sympathies 
Where the rich blossoms of thy heart sprang forth, 
|JkA the Moes Rose. Where was the voice of song 
Ftaing but glad and glorious melody 1^ 
But when I ask'd ibr thee, they took me where 
A hailow'd mountain wrapt its verdant head 
In changefhl drapery of woods and flowers 
And sil?eiy streams, and where thou ent didst ]o?eb 
Husing to walk, and lend a serious ear 
To the wild melody of birds that hung 
Their unharm'd dwellings 'mid its woven bowers* 
Yet here and there, involved in curtaining shades 
Uprose those scolptor'd monuments, that bM 

The ponderous warnmgg of Eternity. 

So, thou hast past the unreturning gate, 

Where dost with dust doth mingle, and gone dowB 

In all the beauty of thy blooming years 

To this most sacred city of the dead. 

The granite obelisk and the pale flower 



Digitized by Google 



XM, •wonnnnr'i vonoi. 



mi 



Reveal thy couck. Fit emblems of the tnilf 
And the immartaL 

But that bitter grrief 

Which holds stern vit^il o'er t\\c nioultlerin^ <-"lQ-y» 
Keeping long iiighUwatch with its sullea lamp 
Had fled thy tomb, and Faith did lift ita eye 
FtaJl of aweet tears : fbr when warm tear^^ps giiab 
From the pure memories of a love that wrought 
For other' B happiness and rose to take 
Ua own fiiU share of happiness abore^ 
Axe they not sweet I 



NAHANT. 

Wbmm fervid summer crisps the shzinking nerve^ 
And every prismed rock doth catch the ray 

As in a bumingf g^lass, 'tis wise to seek 
This city of the wave. For here the dew 3 
With which Hyg^ia feeds the flower of life 
Are ever freshening in their secret fbonts. 
Here may'st then talk with Ocean, and no ear 
Of gossip islet on tljy words shall feed. 
Hcnd thy ftee thought upon the winged windsi 
That sweep the castles of an older world, 
And what shall bar it from their ivyed heights? 
— 'Tis well to talk with Ocean. Man may cast 
His pearl oi' language on unstable hearts, 
And thriftless sower 1 reap the winds again* 
Bnt thou, allFConquenDg elementt doel gtm 



D 



Strong characters upon the eternal rock^ 
Fnmwing the biow that holdeth apew ah with Ihet. 
Musing benettfa yon mwlbl cUAy the mxA, 
That brief sheil-gatherer on the shore of timet 
Feek as a hrother to the drop that hangs 
One momeiit tvaoofaliiig* on tb j cceftf and einkt 
Inle the boeom of the boundleoi wave. 
—And sec, outspreading her broad, SLlver scroU, 
Forth comes the mooOf that meek ambaseador^ 
Beaiing Heaven** m eeBig e to the aughky eoige* 
Yet he, who lieteneth to ita hoaree replyt 
Echoing in anger through the channel'd depths, 
Will deem its language all too anrogant* 
And Earth'a beet dialect too poor to claim 
Benignant notice from the star^paVd akiee* 
And man too pitiful, to liil hiiiisclf 
In the frail armor of his moth-crush'd pride» 
Amid o'enhadowing Natoie'a mi^ieily. 



THE CONQUERORS- OF SPAIN. 

" There are still found in South America, some of the first conquer- 
on of the New- World, who at the commencement of the sizteendi 
century, in searchinf for the rieh mines that had been described to 

them, took a long ond circuitoup route amort* the mountains of Penu 
and perished by toe col(^ which at once petrihed and preserved them.'' 

Bomearc 

Wn chooee ye out eoch diiijr height 
Amid yon diear domain, 

Yotir ice-bound cell forever white. 
Ye haughty men of %ain 1 
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Tlio Candor on iiis win^ 

Both 0cal« yocur cWodpWMtll'd wan% 
But to his ■cream their caverns riog, 
As from the cliff he {bJIb^ 

The poor Peruvian Kcana with dread 

Your lix'd, and stony eye^ 
The timid child averts hie head^ 

And hater hnrriee l)y, 
They tVorii the fatiieis of the land 

Have heard your withering tale^ 
Nor spare to mock the tyvant band 

Tranafoim^d to stataes pale. 

Ye came to grasp the Indian's gold, 

Ye scom'd his feathery dart, 
But Andes rose, that monarch oldy 

And took his children's part, 
And with that strange embalming art 

\\ hich aiiciuiit Egypt knew, 
He threw his frost-chain o'er your hear^ 

As to his breast ye grew. 

He chain'd yon while strong manhood's tide 

Did through your bosoms roll, 
Upon your lip the curl of pride, 

And avarice in your sotU, 
Strange slumber stole with mortal pang 

Across the ftosen plain. 
And tli under- blasts your sentence rang, 

^ Sleep and ne'er wake again*" 
35» 
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Upme the moon, the Queen of niglit 

DftDC'd wilh the PMUMB tide^ 
And yem lUfiU'd their meMV^d flight, 

AdcI ripening a^s died, 
Slow centuries m oblivion's flood 

Sank like the tossing wave, 
But changeless and tnnsfix'd ye stoodt 

The dead wxLhout a grave. 

The inftint wrong) it its flowery span 

On Love's maternal hreastf 
And whiten'd to a hoezj iiia% 

And laid him down to lest. 
Race after race, with weary moan 

Went to their dreamless sleep, 
WhOe yet upon your feet of stone^ 

Feipetnal penance keep. 

How little deem'd ye» when ye horPd 

Your cliailenge o'ur the main, 
And vow'd to teach a new-born world 

The vassalage of Spam, 
Thna tiU the doom*8-day ciy of pain 

Shall rive your prison-rock, 
To bear upon your brow like Cain, 

A mark that all might mock* 

But long ftom high Caatilian bowen 
LookM forth the inmatea ildr. 

And gave the tardy midnight hours 
To watching and despair. 
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Oft starting as gome light guitar 
ItB breath of sweetnew shedf 

Yet lord and low Ungei 'd ikr 
TiU life's brief vision fled. 

Their vaunted tournament is o'er, 

Their knightly iance in rest, 
Ambition*a fever bama no more 

Within their conquering bretst, 
For liigh between the earth and skieai 

Checked in their venturous path| 
A fearful nMmoment they riaak 

Of Andes* vengeftd wrath* 



THE J^EW-ZEALAISD MISSIONARY. 

" We csnnot let him ao. Re says he is going to return to England, 
—the ship is here to take him away. But no,— we will keep bim, 

and make him our slave ; not our slave to fetch wood and draw water, 
but our talking slave. Yes— he shall be our slave, to talk to and to 
teach as. Keep him we will."— iSpe^cA of Rev. Mr, YaUit at iht An^ 
nkMnary Qmrtk MMonary Soeuty^ land/on^ Maty^ 1836. 

*TwAS night, and in his tent he lay, 

Upon a heathen shore, 
While wildly on his wakeful ear 

The ocean's billows roar ; 
'Twas midnight, and the war-club itJig 

Upon his threshold stone. 
And heavy feet of savage men 

Came fiercely tramping on« 

Loud were their tones in fleree debate^ 

The chieftam and his clan, 
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•* He shall not g-o, — he shall not go, 

That missionary man ; 
For him the aweUing nil doth ipieajf 

The taU ship ride the wave, 

But we will chain liiDi to our coast, 
Yea, he ahaii be our alave : 

• 

I<^ot from the groves our wood to heart 

Nor water from the vale, 
Net in the betUe-ftont to stand, 

Where proudest foe-men quail, 
Nor the great war-canoe to guide, 

Where ciyatal atreama torn red ; 
But he shall be our alave to break 

The soul its living bread." 

Then slowly peerM the rising moon» 

Above the forest-height, 
And bathed each cocoa'a leafy crown 

In tidea of living light : 
To every cabin's grassy thatch 

A git t of beauty gave, 
And with a creat of silver cheered 

« 

P^idfic'a aullen wave. 

But o'er that gentle scene, a shout 

In sudden clangor came, 
w Come forth, come forth, thon man of GQi$ 
' And answer to oar claim 
So down to those dark island-men, 
He bow'd him as he spake. 
Behold, your servant will I be 
For Chnati my Mutei'a sake.** 



^'GO, TELL P£T£B." 

" Go your wny,— tell his diidjiftleiy amdi^tUrf that ITp iroeth befoM 
jrou, into Galilee.'* St, Mark xvi. 7. 

BvT wlieiefive Peter t He wboie piido 

DreamM on the monarch sea to tread* 
Whose traitor tongue with oaths denied 

Hit Matter* in tlie boot of dtead* 
Wheieibie to him in acoenti 0weet» 

Such words of heavenly sdace bear» 
And not to those whose firmer feet 

Indignant foil'd tba Tempter'a ioare t 

Hark ! fjnm a riaen Saviour's tomb^ 

The^aidian seiaph makaa f^pl/t 
And sweet amid eepnlchral ^hjom 

FJowa luilli Uic luii^uag-e of the sky, 
To teach m how the flame of lo?ey 

With silent ministry sublimef 
May in repentant bosoms move. 

And neutralize a mass of crime. 

So when some erring brother mourns, 

His recreant course, with grief severOt 
Haste, and with tender a^nt breaUie 

The « Ch, ten Peter^" in his ear, 
For ansfels soothe the pnr} fr^ of woe 

That swell when contrite tears are shedy 
And pure as light, the peail may glow 

That daricest slept in oeean^s bed. 
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FEUCIA HEMANS. 

Mi^ 1835. 

Natuu doth moam finr thee. 

There ia no need 
For Man to etrike his piaintive Ijre and fhil» 

Aa fail he must, if he attempt thy praise. 

The little plaot that never aang hefote^ 

Save one aad requiem, when ite Moewome ftD, 

Sigfaa deeply diroogfh ita droofmif leavea ftr thee^ 

Ab for a florist fallen. The iyy wreatb'd 

Round the gnj toneta of a haried nce» . 

And the tall palm that like a prince doth fear 

Ita diadem *neaiA Aeie'e bondng sky. 

With their dim legends blend thy hallow'd name. 

Thy muaict like baptiamal dew, did ooake 

Whatever it tooch'd moat holy. The pme ahel]> 

Layix^ its pearly lip on Oceania floor, 

The cloister'd chambers, where the sea-gods sleeps 

And the unfathom*d melancholy main, 

Lunent for thee, throogh all the aounding deepa. 

Haik ! from enow-breaated Hhnmaleh, to wbeie 

SnowdoQ doth weave his coronet of cloud, 

From the scath'd pine tree, near the red man'a hn^ 

To where the emiaating banian boilda 

Iti vaat colnmnac temple, oomea a moan 

For thee, .whose* ritual made each rocky height 

An altar, and each cottage*home, the haunt 

Of Fteaj; 
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Y6i^ tixKi didft And the link 
Hilt jdas mute Natineto etiiigreiliniiidy 

And make Uiat link a melody. 

The couch 

Of thy last sleep, was in the native clime 
, Of eong and eloqaence and ardent souV 
Spot fitly ohoeen ibr thee. PerchAnce» that kle 
So lov*d of fevoring skies, yet bana'd by fate, 
Might shadow forth thme own unspoken lot. 
For at thy heait» the ever-pdnted thorn 
Did gild itself, until the lift-atream ooz'd 
In gfuebee of such deep and thrilling song, 
Tiiat angels poising on some silver cloud 
Might linger 'mid the enands of the ekJesb 
And listen, all unUamM. 

How tenderly 
Doth Nature draw her curtain round thy resty 
And like a nuise^ with finger on her lip^ 
Watch lest some step distuib thee, stnving still 
Tmta other touch, thy sacred harp to guard. 
Waits she thy wakmg, as the Mother waits 
For some pale babe^ whose spirit sleep hath stden 
And laid it dreaming on the lap of Heaven? 
We say not thdii art dead. We dare not. No. 
For every mountain stream and shadowy dell 
Where thy rich Jiarpings lingeri would hurl back 
The fiJsehood on opr souls. Thou spak^st alike 
The simple language of the freckled flower, 
And of the glorious stars. God taught it thee. 
' And from thy living intercourse with man 
Thou ahalt not pass away, until this earth 
JMops her last gem into the doom's-day ilame. 



Thou hast but taken thy seat with that blest cboiTf 
WlMwe hynuM thj tmiiAil efini leam'd m well - 
IVom tlufl iidiliiiiir tanm^ tod iMg . 
Inteipieted. 

Therefore, we will not saj 
Farewell to thee ; for eveiy unborn age 
HfaiH nu^thee with its hoosehold chuitieB. 
The etge ehall greet thee with hisheiusoiiy 
And Woman shrine thee as a vestal-flame 
In all the temples of her sanctity, 
Aod the joang child ehell lake thee by the famd 
And twfel wiA « wam^tep to Hearau 
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RECOMMENDATIONS OF BARNES' NOTES. 

Frotn Abbott's Keligioua Magazine. ' ^ 

We have previously, in a brief notice, recommended to our readers 
Barnes' Notes on the Gospels. But a more extended acouaintance with 
that work has very much increased our sense of its value. We never 
have opened any commentary on the Gospels, which has afforded us ao 
much satisfaction. Without intending, in the least dejzree, to disparage 
the many valuable commentaries which now aid the Christian in the 
study of the Bible, we cannot refrain from expressing our latitude to the 
Author, for the interesting and profitable instructions he has given us. — 
The volumes are characterized by the following merits. 

1. The spirit which imbues them is highly devotional. It is a devotion 
founded on knowled^je. It is a zeal giiided by discretion. 

2. The notes are eminently intellectual. Apparent difficulties are fairly 
met. They are either explained, or the want of a fully satisfactory expla- 
nation admitted. There is none of that sHpping by a knot whicn is too 
common in many commeniaries. 

3. The notes are written in language definite, pointed and forcible. There 
is no interminable flow of lazy words. Every word is active and does its 
work well. There are no fanciful expositions. There are no tedious dis- 
play of learning. 

There may be passages in which we should differ from the writer in 
some of the minor shades of meaning. There may be sometimes an un- 
guarded expression which has escaped our notice. We have not scruti- 
nized the volumes with the eye of a critic. But we have used them 
m our private reading. We have used them in our family. And we ha^e 
invariably read them with profit and delight. 

We have just opened the book to select some passage as an illustration 
of the spirit of the work. The Parable of the rich man and Lazarus now 
lies before us. The notes explanatory of the meaning of the parables, are 
full and to the point. The following are the inferences, which Mr. Barnes 
deduces. 

From this impressive and instructive parable, we may learn, i 

"l. That the souls of men do not die with their bodies. 

"2. That the souls of men are co7wcu?us after death ; that they do not 
sleep, as some have supposed, till the morning of the resurrection. 

" 3. That the righteous are taken to a place of happiness immediately 
at death, and the wicked consigned to misery. 

" 4. That wealth does not secure us from death, 

" How vain are riches to eorurc 
Tlieir Imuglity owdlt* from the grave. 

"The rich, the beautiful, the gay, as well as the poor, go down to the 
grave. All their pomp and apparel ; all ihtir honors, their palaces and 
their gold cannot save them. Death can as easily find his way into the 
mansions of the rich as into the cottages of the poor, and the rich shall 
turn to the same corruption, and soon, like the poor, be undistinguished 
from common dust, and be unknown. 

" 5. We should not envy the condition of the rich. 

" On sHppery rock§ I 8cp Ihcm ataxid, 
And fiery billows roll below. 

"6. We should strive for a better inheritance, than can be possessed in 
this life. 

** ' Now I estoom their mirth and wine, 
Too dear to purchase with my blood, 
I/ord 'lis eninij:h tliat thou art mine, 
My hfe, ray portion, and my God.' " 

" 7. The siifferings of the wicked in hell will be indiscnbably great. 
Think what is represented hy torment, by burning fiame, by insupportable 
thirst, by that state when a single drop of water would afford relief. Re- 
member that all this is but a representation of the pains of the tlamned, 
and that this will have no relief, day nor night, but will contmue from 
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RBOOMHBNDATIONB OP BARMBB' NOTES. 

year to year, and age to aesb wi&out an v end, and you have a ttmt 

▼iew of the sufferings of those who are in hell. 

''8. There is a place of suffering beyond the grave, a hell. If there is 
not, then this parable has no meaning. It m inposaible to make anytfaiiw 

of it unless it is desi<?ned to teach that. 

. " 9. There will never be any escape from those gloomy regions. There 
ta a gnlf fised— not moveable. Nor can any of the damned beat a 

IMkthway across this gulf, to the world of holiness. 

"10. We see the amazing folly ot those, who suppose there may be an 
end to the sufierings of the wicked, and who on that supposition seem 
willing to go down to hell to sufTer a lon^ time, rather than go at once to 
heaven. If man were to sufier but a thousand years, or even one year, 
why should he be so foolish as to choose that suffering, rather than go at 
once to heaven, and be happy at once when he dies ? 

11. God gives us warning sufficient to prepare for death. He has sent 
his word, his servants, his son ; he warns us by his Spirit and his provi- 
dence, by the entreaties of our friends, and by ttie death of sinners. He 
offers us neavcn, and he threatens hell. If all this will not move ainiiers, 
what would do it 1 There is nothing that would. 

**12. God will give us nothing farther to warn us. No dead man wfll 
<r;ome to life, to tell us what he has seen. If he did, we would not believe 
him. Religion appeals to man, not by ghosts and frightful apparitions. 
It appeals to their reason, their conaeiencN^ their hopes, and their fears. — 
It sets life and death soberly before men, and if they will not choose the 
form^ they must die. If you will not hear the Son of Grod, and the truth 
of ihe Scnptures, there is nothms whieh you will or can hear ; you wiU 
never be persuaded, and never will escape the place of torment." 

If we have any influence with our readeni. we would recommend them 
to buy these volumes. There ia hardly any Chriatian in the land, who will . 
not find Uum an invaluable traasuie. 

It (Baniea* Notes) supplies an important and much needed deaideratnni 
in the means of Sabbath School and Bible Class instruction. 

If^thout descending to minute criticism, or attempting a display of 
learning^ it embraces a wide range of general reading, and nin^i out the 
results of an extended and carduil inveatigation of the most unportant 
sources of Biblical knowledge. 

The style of the work is as it should be, plain, simple, direet; often 
vigorous and striking ; always serious and earnest. 

It abounds in fine analyses of thought and trains of ailment, admira- 
bly adapted to aid Sabbath School Teachers in their responsible duties : 
often too, very useful to Ministers when called suddenly to prepare for 
religious meetings, and always helpful in conducting the exercises of a 
Bible Class. ^ .... 

Without vouching for the correctness of every explanation and sentiment 
contained in the Notca, its author appears to have succeeded very happily 
in expressing the mind of the Holy Spirit aa fevealed m thoae parte ov tha 
New Testament which he has undertaken to explain. 

The theology taught in these volumes, drawn as it ,is from the puna 
fountain of truth, is eminently common sense and pracncaL 

It has little to do with theory or speculation. 

The author appears not to be unduly wedded to any particular school or 
system of theology, but to have a mind trained to habits of independent 
thinking, readily anbmiaiiTe to the teachmgs of inspiration, but indisposed 
to call any man master, or to aetop anything in opposition to the plain 
testimony of the Bible. 

We would here say, once for all, we consider Barnes' Notes the beat 
commentary for fanmiea we have seen.—iV. E, Spectator, 

a 
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RBCOMMBIfllATtOlia OP BARNES* NOTBt. 

Ir the degree of popular favor with which a work of bflilical instnii^ 
tion is received by nn intelligent Christian community be a just criterion 
of its value, the volumes wmch the Rev. Mr. Baruea ismvini; the Church 
jn entitled to « high place in the acele of merit.— AT. Y.B9amgduU 

From Reviao qf the QotpeU in Biblical Repertory, 

We hvre only to ear farther, by way of introduetioa, that we adinnr« 

the practical wisdom evinced by Mr. Barnes in selecting means by which 
to act upon the public mind, as well as his self-denyingailif;cnce in labor- 
iog to supply the grand defect of our religious education. Masterly expo- 
■ition, in a popular form« is the great desideratum of the Christian public. 

The Notes are always readable, and almost always to the point. No- 
thing appears to have bc«n said for the sake of saying something;. This ia 
Tifi^t. It is the only prino4>le on which our books of popular mstmction 
can be written with success. Its practical value is evinced by the exten- 
sive circulation of the work before u& as well as by the absence of that 
Heamness and langour, which UMvitaDly Ibttoiwftom i v e i ' b oe e atyls^orlha 
want of a definite object. 

Mr. Barnes' explanations are in general brief and clear, comprising; 
the fruit of very mgent research. 

Wchave been much pleased with his condensed synopsis of the usual 
arguments on some diiimted points, as well as with his satisfactory solu- 
tion of objeetiottB. 

But Mr. Barnes' has not been satisfied with merely explaining the 
language of the text. He haa taken pains to add those illustrations which 
▼eroal exposition, in the strict sense cannot furnish. The book is rich in 
archcEolomcal information. All that could well be gathered from the com- 
mon works on biblical antiquities, is wxought into the Notes upon those 
passages which need such elucidation. 

In general we admire the skill with which he sheds the light afd i i - 
ology and history upon the text of scripture, and esi>ecially the power of 
compression which enables him to crowd a mass of knowledge into a 
narrow space without obscuritv. 

While the explanation of the text is the primary object kept in ykiw 
throughout these notes, religious edification is by no means sli^ted. 
Mr. Barnes^ devotkmal and praeiioal lemaihs beer a due proportion lo 
the whole. 

From what we have said it follows of course, that the work before us 
has nncommon merit. Gorreot explanation, felicitous illustsation, and 
impressive application, are the characteristic attributes of a successful 
comoMnMury. Thougn nothing can be added in the way of commendation 
wmra IS not mWlvea m someming said already, there aie two detadied 
points which deserve perhaps to be distinctly slated. We are glad to see 
that Mr. Barnes not only shuns the controversial mode of exposition, but 
often uses expressions on certain disputed subjects, which in tndr obvious 
sense^ convey sound doctrine in its strictest form. W^hat variety of 
meaning these expressions may admit of, or are likely to convey, we do 
not know ; but we are sure that in their simple obvious meaning they are 
strongly Calvanisttc in the good old sense. 

The other point to which we have alluded is Mr. Barnes' frankness 
and decision in condemning fanatical extravagance and inculcating Christ- 
ian prudence. 

With respect to Mr. Barnes' stvle we have little to say beyond a gene- 
ral commendation. The pains which he has wisely taken to be brie^ 
httve OQinpeUed him to wnte well* 
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